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ACT I 

It i» Avxtuion Dajf in a mUage cf tite Wat. In the 
Urn panelled haU-tHtinffroom qf the BimiiAccniBns' 
farmhouse on Ae vUlage green, Michael Stbamo- 
WAY, a derieal collar roand kit throat and a dark 
NorfaVc jacket an hie back, ie -playing the flute 
b^ore a tery large framed jikotagraph vf a woman, 
v>kich ie the only picture on the loaUi. Bis ageie 
about thirty-five; hit figure thin and very upright 
aTid hit dean-shorn face thin, upright, narrow, with 
long and rather pmnted ears; hit dark hair ie 
brushed in a coxcomb qff hie forehead. A faint 
emile hovers about hie lips that Nature has made 
rather full and he has made thin, ae though keeping 
a hard secret; but his bright grey eyes, dark round 
the rim, look out and upwards almost as if he were 
being crucified. There is something about the whole 
cf him that makes Aim eeen tu)t quite present. A 
gentle creature, burnt within. 

A low, broad window above a window-seat forma the 
background to hit figure; and through its lattice 
panes are teen the outer gate and yew-lrees of a 
churchyard and the porch of a ekur<A, bathed in 
May sunlight. The front door at right angles to the 
Coptrifh lei^s. If CliailM Serikm't Bau. 
1 
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2 A BIT O' LOVE act i 

wtTid^iui-ieai, leadi to the miiage green, and a door 
on the l^t into the haute, 
Itiaihe third moBement (^ Verxieini'e violin sonata that 
Strangwat j)la}/». Bis back is turned to the door 
into the house, and he does niA hear when it is opened, 
and Ivy Bcblacoube, the farmer's daughter, a girl 
cf fourteen, smaU and quiet as a mouse, comes in, 
a prayer-book in one hand, and in the other a glass 
cf water, with wild orchis and a bii cf deep pink 
hawthorn. She siis down on the windi/wseat, and 
having opened her book, sniffs at the flovxrs. Com~ 
irtg to the end oj the movement Stsanowat stops, 
and looking up at the face on the wall, heaves a 
long sigh. 

IvT. [From the seat] I picked these for yU, Mr. 
Strangway. 

Stramqwat. [Turning wUh a start] Ah! Ivy. 
Thank you. \H.e puts his flute down on a chair against 
the far waU] Where are the others? 

At he speaks, Gladts Fsbuan, a dark gip- 
ayish girl, and Commie Trustafobd, a fair, 
stolid, blue-eyed Saxon, IxAh about sixteen, 
come in through the front door, behind vikick 
they have evidenUy been listening. They loo 
have prayer-books in their hands. They 
sidle past Ivy, and alto sit doton under the 
window. 

GiiADTS. Mercy's comin', Mr. Strangw^. 
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4 A BIT O* LOVE act i 

Stranqwat. That's what the fiist QirutuiiB caUed 
the people who lived in the villages and were not yet 
Christians, Gladys. 

MssBCY. We live in a village, but we're Christians. 

SrttANGWAT. [WUk a imUe] Yes, Meicy; and what 
is a Christian ? 

Merct kickt afoot ndeways against her neiffh' 
hour, fraamM over her ekina-blue ey«a, is 
tUent; then, at kia quettion paites on, 
laaket a quick Utile face, wrigglea, and tooki 
behind her. 

Strangwat. Ivy? 

Ivy. 'Tis a man — whU — whU 

Sthanowat. Yes? — Connie? 

Connie [Who apeaka rather thickly, aa ^^ she had a 
permanent alight cold\ Please, Mr. Strangway, 'tis a 
man whU goes to church. 

Geiadts. He 'as to be baptised — and confirmed; 
and — and — buried. 

Ivr. "Tis a man whU — whli's glide and 

GiiAUTS. He don't drink, an' he don't beat his 
horses, an' he don't hit back. 

Mebct. [Whiapering] 'Tisn't your turn. (roSTBANO* 
wat] 'Tis a man like us. 

IvT. I know what Mrs. Strangway said it whs, 
'cause I asked her once, before she w^t away. 

Sthanowat. [StariUdl Yes? 

IvT. She said it was a man whU forgave every- 
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ACT I A BIT O* LOVE 5 

Snunewa. Ah! 

Tlu mU <f a CMcfaw eoaui fr aw fli w f . Tb 

fMr aro joniv <■( Shuvowat, wAo mmm 

to Aow fONs qf iitfo a (bvtm. Tikqr 64fm 

tofidftt aHdvkuper. 

CoNMiB. Plemae, Mr. Stnngw^, father nys if yll 

hit « man and h« don't hit yil back, h«'a no gU<le at all. 

M^tcr. When Tomm; Morse wouldn't fi^t, ua 

pinched him — he did aqueal! [She r*9^**] Made me 

Stbanowat. Did I ero tdl you about St. Franda 
erf Aasisi? 

IvT. [Clmpaif her kumda] No. 

Stramowat. WeD, A« waa the best Christian, I 
think, that ever lived— «mply full <rf love and jay. 

IvT. I expect he's dead. 

Strahowat. About seven hundred years. Ivy. 

IvT. l&0y] Oh! 

Stranowat. Everything to him waa bmlhcr or us- 
ter — the sun and the moon, and all that was poor 
and weak and sad, and animals and birds, so that 
they even used to follow him about. 

Mebct. I know I He had cnmtbs in his pocket. 

Stranowat. No; he had love in his eyes. 

IvT. Tis like about Orpheus, that yU told us. 

Stranowat. Ah ! But St Francis was a Christian, 
and OrphoiB was a Pagan. 

IvT. Oh! 

SiKAMQWAT. Orpheus drew everything after him 
with muaici St. Francis by love. 
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6 A BIT O" LOVE act i 

IvT. FerhKps it was the same, really. 

SmANGWAT. [Lookijtg at his flvU] Perhaps it was. 
Ivy. 

Gladys. Did 'e 'ave a flute like yli 7 

Ivy. The flowers smell sweeter when they 'car 
music; they dll. 

[She kolda vp llu gkus qf fioteers. 

Stkanhwat. ITouehirm one of the orckU] What's the 
name of this oneP 

The girls dialer, save Mercy, who is taking 
a steoUhy itdereH in what she hat behind 
her. 

Connie. We call it a cuckoo, Mx. Strangway. 

Gladts. 'Tis awful common down by the streams. 
We've got one medder where 'tis so thick almost as 
the goldie cups. 

Strangwat. Odd 1 I've never noticed it. 

Itt. Please, Mr. Strangway, yll don't notice when 
ytl're walldn'; ytl go along like thb. 

ISke holds up her face as one looking at the tky. 

Stbanowat. Bad as that. Ivy P 

IvT. Mrs. Straogway often used to pick it last 
spring. 

Strangwat. Did she? Did sheP 

[Be has gone off again into a ittnd cf dream. 

Mercy. I like being confirmed. 

Strangway. Ah I Yes. Now — What's that bo- 
hind you, Mercy? 

Mercy. [En^aginglp producing a cage a little bigger 
than a mousetrap, containing a skylark] My skylark. 
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ACT I A BIT 0' LOVE 7 

Stbanowat. What! 

MsRCT. It can fly; but we'ie goin' to clip its wiogs. 
Bobbk caught it. 

Stbanowat. How Iwig ago? 

UcBCT. [Conidotu <^ mperuiifif flatter] Yester- 
day. 

SnuMOWAT. [W^U hat] Give me the cogel 

Mbbct. iPttekering] I want my s^lark. [As he atepa 
up to her and takes the cage — thormighlj/ oianrMtf] I gave 
Bobbie thrippeiice for it ! 

St&angwat. [Produdnf a tixpetux] Tbeie ! 

Merct. [Thromng U down — pattionalelp] I want 
my skyUrk ! 

SnuNQWAT. God made this poor bird for the sky 
and the grass. And you put it in thatt Never cage 
any wild thing! Never! 

Mbrct. [Faint and ivUen] I want my skylark. 

Stranowat. [Taking Ae cage to the door] No! 
[He holds up the cage and opens it] Off you go, poor 

[The bird flies out and avxip. 
Hie girls witek -wUh round eyes the fling 
vp cf his arm, and the freed bird flying 
away. 
Itt. I'm glad ! 

Mkbcy kick» her vidoualy and sobs. Stbano- 
wat cornea from the door, looks at Merct 
sobbing, and tuddenly cUupi hit head. The 
girls watch him vrith a queer mixture qf 
wonder, alarm, and disapproval. 
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8 A BIT O' LOVE act t 

Gladts. [Wkupering] Don't ci;, Mercy. Bobbie'Il 
soon catch yll anotlier. 

Stbanqwat has dropped kit htuidt, and %» look- 
ing again at Meect. Ivt titi with hands 
daiped, gassing at SrHAHGWAr. Mekct 
conttniies her artificial sobbing. 
Steangwat. [Quidly] The class is over for to-day. 
He goes vp to Mebct, and holds out his hand. 
She does not take d, arid runs out knuekUng 
her eyes. Sthanqway tuna on his hed and 
goes into the house. 
CoNHiB. Twasn't his bird. 
Ivt. Skylarks belong to the sky. Mr. Strangway 

Gladys. Not when they'm caught, they don't. 

Ivt. They dU. 

CoNNis. 'Twaa her bird. 

Ivt. He gave her sixpence for it 

GiiUiTB. She didn't take it. 

Comnn. There it is on the ground. 

Itt. She might have. 

Gunra Hell p'raps take my squirrd, HI. 

Ivt. The bird sang— I 'eard it! Right up in the 
sky. It wouldn't have sanged if it weren't glad. 

Gladys. Well, Mercy cried. 

Ivt. I don't care. 

Gladts. 'Tis a shame! And I know something, 
Mrs. Strangway's at Durford. 

CoNNis. She's — never! 

Gladts. I saw her yesterday. An' if she's there 
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ACTi A BIT O" LOVE 9 

■he ought to be here. I told mother, an' she sdd: 
"YU mind yer business." An' when she goes in to 
DMU^et to-morrow she'm goin' to see. An' if she's 
really there, mother says, 'tis a fine tU-dU an' a praaper 
scandal. So 7 know a lot more'n yU dU. 

[IvT stoTM at her. 

Connie. Mrs. Strangway told mother she was goin' 
to France for the winter because her mother was ill. 

Gijjwtb. Tisn't winter now — ^Ascension Day. I 
saw her comin' out o' Dr. Desart's house. I know 
'twas her because she had on a blue dress an' a proud 
luke. Mother says the doctor come over here tU 
often before Mrs. Strangway went away, just afore 
Christmas. They was old sweethearts before she 
married Mr. Strangway. [To Ivr] Twas yllre mother 
told mother that. 

[IvT gaoM at them more and more vnde-eyed, 

CoNNlli. Father says if Mrs. Bradmere «i' the old 
Bector knew about the doctor, they wouldn't 'ave 
Mr. Strangway 'ere for curate any longer; because 
mother says it takes more'n a year for a gUde wife 
to leave her 'usband, an' 'e so f<Hid of her. But 
'tisn't no business of ours, father says. 

Gladys. Mother says so tU. She's praaper set 
against goosip. Shell know ^ about it to-morrow 
after market. 

IvT. [Stamping her foot] 1 don't want to 'ear nothin' 
at all; I don't, an' I won't. 

[A rather ehame-faeed nieneefattt on the girlt. 
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10 A BIT O' LOVE act i 

GiiASTB. [In a quick wktej>er] 'Ere's Mrs. Burla- 
combe. 

There enien from the house a ttout motherly/ 

woman vnlk a round grey eye and very red 

ckeeke. 

Mrs. BtmiAccoiB!:. Ivy, talce Mr. Strangway his 

ink, or we'll never 'ave no aermon to-night He'm in 

his thinkin' box, but 'tis not a bit o' yUse 'im thinkin* 

without 'is ink. [She hands her daughter an inipot and 

bioUing-pad. IvT Takes them ajid goes out] What- 

ever's this? [She ■picks up the lUtle bird-cage. 

Gladts. 'Tb Mercy Jarland's. Mr. Strangway let 

her skylark go. 

Mbs. Buslacoube. Aw ! Did 'e now ? Serve 'er 
right, bringin' an 'eathen bird to confirmation class. 
Connie. I'll take it to her. 

Mbs. BttRUCOMBE. No. Yu leave it there, an' let 
Mr. Strangway dtl what 'e likes with it. Bringia' a 
bird like that ! WeUInever! 

The girls, perceiving that they hate lighted on 
stony soil, look at tack other and slide UnoaTds 
the door. 
Mbs. Bublacohbk. Yea, yU just be ofi, an' think 
on what yU've been told in clasa. an' be'ave like Chris- 
tiana, that's glide muds. An' don't yii come no more 
in the 'avenin's dancin' them 'eathen dancea in my 
bam, niughther, till after yU'm confirmed — 'tisn't right. 
I've told Ivy I won't 'ave it. 
Connie. Mr. Strangw^ don't mind — he likea us 
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ACT I A BIT O' LOVE U 

to; 'twas Mrs. Strangway began teachin* ua. He's 
goin' to give a prize. 

Mrs. Bublacoubk. YU just dU what I tell yU an' 
never mind Mr. Strangway — he'm tU kind to eveiy- 
one. D'yU think I don't know how gells oughter 
be'ave before confirmation ? YU be'ave like I did ! 
Now, goo ahn I Shoo t 

Ske kvttUi them out, rather as the might htatte 
her ckickeru, and beffins tidying the room. 
There comet a vxmdering figure to the open 
window. It is thai qf a man oj about thirty- 
five, cf fedile gait, leaning the toeigki of all 
one aide ef him on a stick. Hie dark face, 
vnth black hair, one lock qf which has gone 
whiie, was evidently once that t^ an ardent 
•man. Now it is slack, weakly smiting, and 
the brown eyes are tost, and seem always to 
be asking something to which there is no 
answer. 
Mrs. Burlacoube. [With that forced eheerfulnest 
olwoys assumed in the face <^ too great misfortune] 
Wdl, Jim! better? [At the faint brightening qf the 
smite] That's right ! Yu'm gettin' on bravely. Want 
Parson? 

Jw. [Nodding and amiling, and speaking slowly] t 
want to tell 'un about my cat. 

[Hit face loses Us smile. 
Mas. BtmLACOMBE. Why! what's she been duin' 
then ? Mr, Strangway's busy. Won't I dQ ? 
Jm. [Stiaking his hea^ No. t want to tell him. 
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1« A BIT O* LOVE ACT i 

Mbs. BiiBi.AXXniBB. Whatever she beea dilin'p 
Havm' kittens P 

Jim. No. She'm lost. 

MJta. BuRLACOUBii. Dearie mel Aw! she'm not 
lost. Cats be like maids; they must get out a bit. 

Jm. She'm lost. Maybe he'll know where shell be. 

Mbs. BmUACXHfBE. Well, well. I'll go an' find 'im. 

Jw. He's a gUde man. He's very gUde. 

Mbs. Buslacoube. That's certain sure. 

Sthanowat. [Entering from the kovse] Mrs. Burla- 
combe, I can't think where I've put my book on St. 
Francis — the la^e, squarish pale-blue oneP 

Mbs. Buslacoube. Aw ! there now ! I knU there 
was somethin' on me mind. Miss Willis she came in 
yesterday aftemUne when yll was out, to borrow it. 
Oh! yes — I said — I'm zure Mr. Strangway'Il lend 
it'ee. Now think o' that! 

St&anoway. Of course, Mrs. Burlacombe; very 
glad she's got It. 

Mbs. Bublacoubx. Aw 1 but that's not all. When 
I tuk it up there come out a whole flutter o' little 
bits o' paper wi' little rhymes on 'em, same as I see 
yil writin'. Aw! my gUdeness! I says to meself, 
Mr. Strangway widn' want no one seein' them. 

Stbaivowat. Dear me! No; certainly not! 

Mbs. BimiiACOHBE. An' so I putt 'em in your 
secretary. 

Stbangwat. My — ah! Yes. Thank you; yes. 

Mbs. BuBiiAcxniBE. But II) goo over an' get the 
bilke for ytl. T won't take me 'alf a minit. 
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ACT I A BIT O" LOVE 13 

She goa out on to the green. Jm Bbrs h<u 
come in. 

^tRANOWAT. [Gently] WeU, Jim? 

Jm. My cat's lost. 

Stbahoway. Lost? 

Jim. Day before yesterday. She'm not come back. 
They've shot 'er, I think; or she'm caught in <me o' 
they rabbit-traps. 

Stranqway. Oh! no; my dear fellow, she'll come 
back. Ill speak to Sir Heri>ert's keepers. 

Jm. Yes, zurr. I feel lonesome without 'er. 

Stbanqwat. [With a faiitt emtte — more to htrtu^ 
ihtm to Jm] LcHiesome! Yes! That's bad, Jim! 
That's bad I 

Jm. I miss 'er when I sits thar in the avenin*. 

Stbanqwat. The evenings — They're the worst — 
and when the blackbirds sii^ in the morning. 

Jm. Sie used to lie on my bed, ye know, zurr. 
[Stranoway turm hit face away, amiraeted with 
jMin] She'm like a Christian. 

Straxgway. The beasts are. 

Jul. There's plenty folk ain't 'alf as Christiaa as 

Strakgway. Well, dear Jim, I'll do my very best. 
And any time you're lonely, come up, and I'll play 
the flute to you. 

Jm. [WriggUng tlighlly] No, zurr. Thank 'ee, ziur. 

Stkasowat. What — don't you like music ? 

Jm. Ye-es, zurr. [A figure jntiee the window. 
Seeing U he taya vftik hxe thne wmk: '"Ere's Mrs. 
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14 A BIT O' LOVE act i 

Bradmere, comin' from the Rectory." [Witk queer 
wudice] She don't like cats. But flhe'm a oat 'eraelf, 
I think. 

SntAJf OWAT. [With hit rmOe] Sisa \ 
3ai. She'm always tdlin' me I'm hlkin' better. I'm 
not better, zuir. 
Stbanowat. That's her kindness. 
Jdi. I don't think it is. "Tia laziness, an' 'avin' 
'er own way, She'm very fond of 'er own way. 

A knock on the door euta off hia rpeeth. Fol- 

hvtiag doidy on the knock, as though no 

doort were lieetaed to be doted ofaintt her, 

a grey-haired lady eniert; a capabU, broum- 

faced woman of teventy, whoee every tone and 

movement exhales atdhority. With a nod 

and a "good morning" to Stbanowat she 

tumt at once to Jm Bbre. 

Mrs. Bbauubbb. Ah I Jim; you're looking better. 

iJm Bbrb thaket Hie head. 

Mrs. Bbadmese. Oh! yea, you are. Getting on 

splendidly. And now, I just want to apeak to Mr. 

Strangway. 

Jdi Bcbk touckea his fordoek, and slavey, 
leaning on his stick, goes out. 
Mbs. Bbaduzrb. \Waiting for the door to dose] You 
know how that came on him? Caught the giri he 
was engaged to, one night, with another man, the 
rage broke something here. [She towhet hir forehead] 
Four years ago. 
St&anovat. Poor fellow ! 
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ACT I A BIT O' IjO\'K 15 

BIrs. Bbasuks. [ZooUiif at Am » liar f l § ] U your 
wife htxk? 

SrsANewAT. [Stntuif ] No. 

Mss. Bbabmbre. By the way, pou- Mn. Cnmer— 
is abe any better? 

Stranowat. No; going fast. Wonderful — ao patient. 

Mrs. Bbaohbbb. [Wiik grvjf (ympoMy] Um I Yes. 
They know how to diel {WUk anoAtr thorp leak tU 
kirn] D'you expect your wife soon t 

Strakowat. I— I — hope to. 

Mrs. BRAmiBBB. So do I. The sooner the better. 

Stranqway. [ShnnMng] I trust the Rector's not 
suffering so much this morning? 

Mrs. Braduere. Thank you I His foot's very bad. 
Aa tke ipeaka Mrs. Bcblacombe retumt with 
a large pale-blue book in her hand. 

Mrs. Bublacoube. Good day, M'm! [Taking the 
book acroat to Stkanqwat] Miss Willis, she says sbe'm 
very eony, zuir. 

SuLurswAT. She was very welcome, Mrs. Bur- 

lacombe. [To Mj». Bbaduxbe] Fwgive me — my 

sermtn. [Be goea inh the koiae. 

The too mmun gate after him. Then, at wee, 

a» U vert, draw into themaeltet, aa if pre- 

paring for an eneounttr, and yet teem to 

expand aa if loting the need for rettraint. 

Mrs. BRAnxERE. [Abruplli/] He misses his wife very 
mudi, Fm afraid. 

Mrs. Burlacombz. Ah! Don't he? Poor dear 
man; be keeps a terrible tight 'and over 'inself, but 
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16 A BIT O' LOVE act i 

'tis suthia' cruel the way he wa]ka about at night. 
He'm just like a cow when its calf'a weaned. T'as 
gone to me 'eart truly to see 'im these nusiths past. 
T'other day when I went up to dil his rUme, I yeatd 
a noise like this [»ke anifft]; an' ther' 'e was at the 
wardrobe, snuffin' at 'er Uilngs. I did never think a 
man cud care for a woman so much as that. 

Mbb. Braduebb. H'm ! 

Mrs. Bublacoube. Tb funny rest — an' 'e nmiin 
'ere for quiet after that tearin' great Lcmdcni parish 
'E'm terrible absent-minded til — don't take no inter- 
est in 'is fUde. Yesterday, goin' on for one o'clock, 
'e saya to me. "I expect 'tis nearly breakfast-time, 
Mrs. Burlacombe !" fl'd 'ad it twice already! 

Mbb. Bbasuebb. Twice ! Nonsense 1 

Mbb. BubiiAcohbe. Zurelyl I give 'im a nummit 
afore 'e gets up; an' 'e 'as 'is brelgus reg'lar at niae. 
Must feed un up. He'm on 'is feet all day, goin' to 
zee folk that widden want to zee an angel, Uiey'm 
that busy; an' when 'e comes in 'e'U play 'is flUte 
there. He'm wastln' away for want of *ia wife. That's 
what 'tis. An' 'im so sweet-spoken, tU, 'tea a pleasure 
to year 'im — Never says a word ! 

Mas. BBADifXRX. Yes, that's the kind of man who 
gets treated badly. I'm afraid she's not worthy of 
him, Mrs. Burlacombe. 

Mrs. BuRLACxniBS. [Plaitinif her apron] 'Tesn't for 
me to zay that. She'm a very pleasant lady. 

Mbs. Bradhiirii. Too pleasant. What's this story 
about her being seen in Durford 7 
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Msa. BtjbIiAC(»isx. Aw! I dU never year no 
gossip, m'm. 

Mbs. Bbadhxbx. [Drily] Of course not! But you 
see the Rector wishes to know. 

tSaa. BuBiACOiiBi. [Fliutered\ Well— folk wUl talk! 
But, as I says to Burlacombe — '"Te« paltry," I says; 
and they only married eighteen months, and Mr. 
Strangway so devoted-like. Tea nothing but love, 
with 'im. 

Mbs. Bhaduebe. Come! 

Mrs. Bubiacoube. There's puznvantin' folk as'll 
set an' gossip the feathers off an angel. But I dU 
never listen. 

Msa. Braduere. Now then, Mrs. Burlacombe ? 

Mrs. Bdrlacoubs. Well, they dU say as how Dr. 
Desart over to Durford and Mrs. Strangway was 
sweethearts afore she wer' married. 

Mrs. Bradicbrs. I knew that. Who was it saw 
her coming out ot Dr. Desart's bouse yesterday ? 

Mrs. Bdblacoubx. In a manner of spakin' 'tes 
Mrs. Freman that says 'er Gladys seen her. 

Mrs. BaAiaiKBB. Hist child's got an eye like a 
hawk. 

Mbs. Bcblaccmbil Tes wonderful how things dU 
spread. Tesn't as if us gossiped. DU seem to grow- 
like in the naight. 

Mb0. Bbadmxrz. [To herte^ I never liked her. 
That Biviera escuse, Mrs. Burlacombe — Very con- 
venient things, sick mothers. Mr. Strangway doesn't 
know? 
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Mrs. Buia.iux»iBB. The Lord forbid! TVid send 
un crazy, I thiak. For all he'm so moon7 an' gentle- 
like, I think he'm a terrible passionate man inside. 
He've a-got a saint in 'im, for zure; but 'tea only 
'alf-baked, in a manner of spakin'. 

Mrs. Bkasmere. I shall go and see Mrs. Fre- 
man. There's been too much of tliis gossip aJl the 
winter. 

Mrs. BnaiiACOHBE. 'Tes unfortunate-like 'tes the 
Fremans. Freman he'm a gipsy sort of a feller; and 
he've never forgiven Mr. Strangway for spakin' to 
'im about the way he trates 'b 'orses. 

Mrs. Braduere. Ah ! I'm afrud Mr. Strangway's 
not too discreet when his feelings are touched. 

Mrs. Burihicohbe. 'E've a-got an 'eart so big aa 
the full mllne. But 'tes no yUse ezpectin' til much 
o' this world. 'Tea a tunny place, after that. 

Mrs. Braduers. Yes, Mrs. Burlacombe; and I 
shall give some of tliese good people a rare rap over 
the knuckles for their want of charity. For all they 
look as if butter wouldn't melt in their mouths, 
they're an un-Christian lot [Looldnn very directlit at 
Mrs. Bcrlacoube) It's lucky we've some hold over 
the village. I'm not going to have acaodal. I shall 
speak to Sir Herbert, and he and the Rector will 
take steps. 

Mrs. Bdslacoube. [Wiih covert malvx] Aw t I dli 
hope 'twon't upset the Sector, an' 'u fute so pop- 
tious! 

Mbs. Bbadudbb. [Orimlp] His footii be sound 



^oiizodbyGoogle 



ACT I A BIT O" LOVE 10 

«Dou{^ to come down sharp. Bjr the wajr, will you 
■aid me a duck up to the Rectoty ? 

Hb8. Bitsiacohbb. {Glad to get aw^] Zurely. m'm; 
at once. I've aome luvly fat birds. 

[She goet irdo &e koute. 
Mbs. BaADUBBx. Old puas-cat I 

She tuna fo go, and in &e doorway eneountera 

a very UMe, red-cheeked girl in a peaeock- 

blve cap, omf pink frock, viho curtaiee 

ttaUdly. 

Msa Bradmere. Well, Tibby JarUnd, what do you 

want here? Always sucking something, aren't you? 

Getting no reply from Tibbt Jarund, the 

pauea out. Tibbt comet in, iookt round, 

lakee a large tweet out cf her motiih, con- 

temjiatet it, and ptdt it bade again. Then, 

in a peifundory and very itotid fathion, the 

lookt about the floor, at if the had been told 

to find lometking. WhUe the it finding notft' 

ing and tucking her tweett her titter Merct 

comet in furtively, ttUt frowning and pin' 

diciive. 

Mebct. What! Haven't you found it, Tibby? 

Get along with 'ee, then I 

She ttcederatet Ae tUAxd Tibbt's departure wHk 
a tmade, teanAet wider Ike seat, findt and 
picks up the deserted sixpence. Then very 
quickly the goes to the door. But it it 
opened before she reaches U, and, finding 
hert^ caught, the slips belnnd the ekinia 
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window-cuTtain. A vxtman luu eniered, 
who U dearly the original of Ike large pho- 
tograph. She is not ^ridly pretty, but 
Siere ie charm in her pale, retolvte face, 
with its modeing lips, flexible brows, and 
greenish eyes, whose lids, square aboK iJtem. 
have short, dark lashes. She is dressed in 
blue, and her fair katr is coHsd up under 
a cap and motor-veil. She comes m steif&y, 
and doses the door behind her; becomes ir- 
resolute: then, suddenly dedding, wuxes to- 
wards the door into the house. Mercy 
slips from behind her curtain to make off, 
but at that moment the door into the house 
is opened, and she has at once to slip back 
again into covert. It is Ivr who has ap- 

IvT. [Amazedl Oh ! Mrs. Strangway ! 

EvidenUy disconcerted by this appearance, 
BnATBicB SntANGWAT piMs htTself together 
and confronts the child with a smile. 
Beatbice. Well, Ivy — you've grown! You didn't 
expect me, did you 7 

Ivy. No, Mrs. Str&ngway; but I hoped yU'd be 
comin' soon. 

Beatbice. Ah ! Yes. Is Mr. Strai^way in ? 
Ivr. [BypnoUied by those faintly smiling lips] Yes 
— oh, yea ! He's writin' his sermon in the little room. 
He mil be glad ! 
Beatsice. [Qoing a little doser, wid never taking 
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her ejfet qff the efttU] Yes. Now, Ivy. will you do 
aomething for me? 

Itt. [Flutterijtg] Oli, yes, Mrs. Stnngway. 

Beatrice. Quite sure? 

Itt. Oh, yes ! 

Beatbicb. An you old oiough to keep a secret? 

Itt. [NoddiTtg] I'm fourteen now. 

Beatrice. Wdl, then — I don't want anybody but 
Mr. Strangw&y to know Fve been here; nobody, not 
even your mother. D'you understand ? 

Itt. [Troubledl No. Only, I can keep a secret 

Beatrice. Mind, if anybody hears, it will hurt — 
Mr. Strangway. 

Itt. Oh! I wouldn't — hurt — him. Mvtt yil go 
away again? [TrembUnn towarda her\ I wish ytt were 
goin' to stay. And perhaps some one haa seen yU — 
They 

Beatrice. {Hfutily] No, no one. I came motoring; 
like this. [She motxa her veil to thow kow U can eoncnil 
her face] And I came straight down the little lane, 
and through the bam, across the yard. 

Itt. [Timid^] People du see a lot. 

Beatrice. [SHU with that hovering tm3e] I know, 
but — Now go and tell him quickly and quietly. 

Itt. [Stopping at the door] Mother's pluckin' a duck. 
Only, please, Mrs. Strangway, if she comes in even 
after yil've gone, she'll know, because — because yU 
always have that particular nice scent. 

BsATRici:. Thank you, my child. I'll see to that. 
Irz looke at her aa if eke vxndi apeak ofpdn, 
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then turns suidetdy, and goes out. Bea- 
ntics'a face darkens; tJu *Attwrf. Tak- 
ing out a Hole agarOte case, the lights a 
cigarette, and -loatehes the ■pvffa of smoke 
wreathe abovt her and die away. The 
frightened Merct -peers out, spying for a 
^anee to escape. Then from the house 
Stkangwat comes in. AU his dreaminess 

Stranoway. Thank God ! [He stops at the look on 
her face] I don't understand, though. I thought yon 
were still out there. 

Bkatbicb. [Letting her cigarette fall, and putting her 
foot m it] No. 

Stranowat. You're staying P Oh!Beatrice; come! 
We'll get away from here at once — as far, as fai — 
anywhere you like. Ob ! my darling — only come ! If 
you knew 

BsATBtCE. It'a no good, Michael; I've tried and 
tried. 

SmANewAT. Not! Then, why— ? Beatrioe! You 
eaid, wh«n yon wtn right away— I've wait«d— — 

Beatrice. I know. It's cruel — it's horrible. But 
I told you not to hope, Midiael. I've d<a>e my best. 
All these months at Si&ntone, I've been wondering 
why I ever let you marry me — when that feeling 
wasn't dead ! 

Stramqwat. You can't have come back just to 
leave me again ? 

fisAiaicE. When you let me go out there with 



^oiizodbyGoogle 



ACT I A Brr O' LOVE 23 

mother I thought — I did think I would be able; and 
I had began — and then — spring came ! 

Stranowat. Spring came here too! Never ao — 
adiing I Beatrice, can't you ? 

BsATBiCB. I've sometliiiig to say. 

Stbanowat. No! No! No! 

BxATBlCE. You see — ^I've — falien. 

Strangwat. Ah! {In a voice aharpeiud £y jMnn] 
V/ity, in the name of mercy, come here to tell me 
that? WsaA« out there, then? 

[She thaka her head. 

BxATBici:. I came straight ba^ to him. 

Strahowat. To Durford? 

Bkatbicx. To the Crossway Hotel, miles out — in 
my own name. Tliey don't know me there. I told 
you not to hope, Mifh^j-I. I've done my beat; I 
swear it. 

Stranowat. My God ! 

Bmatbice. It was your God that brought us to live 
near Aim/ 

Strangwat. Why have you come to me like this? 

Beatrice. To know what you're going to do. Are 
you going to divorce me? We're in your power. 
Don't divorce me — Doctor and patient — you must 
know — it ruins him. Hell lose everything. He'd 
be disqualified, and he hasn't a penny without his 
work. 

Stranowat. Why should I spare bim? 

Beatrice. Michael, I came to beg. It's hard. 

SnuNOWAT. No; don't b^l I can't stand H. 
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Beatrick. lifcawennj ker pride] What are you 
going to do, -then? Keep us apart by the threat of 
a divorce? Starve us and prison us? Cage me up 
here with you? I'm not brute enough to ruin him. 

Stramgwat. Heaven I 

Beatrice. I never really stopped loving him. I 
never loved you, Michael. 

Sisanqwat. [StunneH Is that true? [Beatrice 
bertd* her head] Never loved meP Not — that night 
■—on the river— not ? 

Beatrice. [Urtder her frreoffc] No. 

Stranqwat. Were you lying to me, then ? Kissing 
me, and — hating me? 

Beatrice. One doesn't hate men like you; but it 
wasn't love. 

STHANQWAr. Why did you tell me it was ? 

Bbatrick. Yes. That was the worst thing I've 
ever done. 

Stranqwat. Do you think I would have married 
you? I would have burned first! I never dreamed 
you didn't. I swear it ! 

Beatrice. Wery tow] Forget it 1 

Stranowat. Did Ae try to get you away from me? 
P3BATRICB gives Mm a nrdft looii;] Tell me the truth ! 

Beatrice. No. It was — I — alone. But — he lovea 
me. 

Stranqwat. One does not easily know love, it 
■eems. 

Bid her tmUe, Joint, ir^Herimu, piiying, it 
enough, and he tuma away from her. 
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BzATBXCB. It was crael to come, I know. For me, 
too. But I couldn't write. I bad to know. 

Stranowat. Never loved me? Never loved me? 
That night at Tregaron? [At Ae loiA m her face] 
You might have toM me before you went away! 
Why keep me all these 

Beathice. I meant to torget him again. I did 
mean to. I thought I could get back to what I was, 
when I married you; but, you aee, what a giri can 
do, a woman tliat's been married — can't. 

Stranowat. Then it was I — my kisses that—! 
[Be laughs] How did you stand themP [His eyes dart 
ai her face] Imagination helped you, perhaps! 

Beatbice. Michael, don't, don't! And — t^l don't 
make a public thing of it! You needn't be afraid I 
shall have too good a time! [Be ttays quite sHU and 
eiiertt, and that which it wriihiitg in him makes his Jaee 
so strange Ouxl Beatrice stands aghoM. At last she 
goes stumMing cm in speech] If ever you waat to marry 
some one else — then, of course — that's only fair, ruin 
or not. But tUl then— till then— He's leaving Dur- 
ford, going to Brighton. No one need know. And 
you — this isn't the only parish in the world. 

Sthanqwat. [Quietly] You ask me to help you live 
in secret with another man ? 

Beatsice. I ask for mercy. 

Sthanqwat. [As to himseff] What am I to do? 

Beatrice. What you feel in the bottom of your 
heart 

Stranowat. You ask me to help you live in sin ? 
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Bbatbice. To let me go out of your life. You've 
only to do — nothing. [He goet, slowly, dote to her. 

Strangwat. I want you. Come back to me I 
Beatrice, come back ! 
Beatrice. It would be torture, now. 
Stbangwat. [Writhing] Oh! 
Beatrice. Whatever's in your heart — do ! 
Strangwat. You'd come back to me socmer than 
ruin kirn f Would you ? 
Beatrice. I can't bnng him hann. 
Stbanowat. [Turning aioay] God ! — if there be one 
— help me ! [Ke stands leaning his forehead againtt the 
teindoiB. Svddetdy his glance falle on the litSe bird' 
cage, iHU lying on the vdndaw-eeai\ Never cage any 
wild thing! \^e givee a laugh that is half a sob; then, 
turning to the door, says in a low ootce] Go ! Go please, 
quickly t Do what you will. I won't hurt you — can't 
— But — go ! [Be opens the door. 

Beatrice. [Greatly mot>ed\ Thank you I 

She pasees him vnth her head down, and goes 
out quiddy. Strangwat stands uiuxm- 
teiouely tearing at the litSe bird-cage. And 
while he tears at it he vUers a moaning 
sound. The terrified Mesct, peering from 
b^ind the curtain, and watching her 
chance, iHpt to the itUt open door; but 
in her haste and fright the knocks agtanet 
it, and Strangwat sees her. Before he can 
Hop her she has fied out on to the green 
and away. 
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Whik h» Hands Ihtre, pandyaed, ths door f torn 

Ae kougt U opened, and Mrs. Bdrlacohbk 

approaekea him in a queer, hushed way. 

Mas. BimiiAcaiiBE. [Her cgei meekanieally fixed on 

the tttritled bird-cage in kia hands] "Us poor Sue Cremer, 

turr, I didn't 'srdly think she'd last thrll the momin'. 

An' sure enough ahe'm passed away! [SeetTig that he 

has not taken in her vxnds] Mr. Strangway — ytl'm 

feelin* giddy? 

Stravowat. Xo, no! What was it? You 

Mrs. Buriacoube. "lea Jack Cremer. His wife'a 
gone. "E'm In a terrible way. Tea only yll. 'e ses, 
can dU 'im any gUde. He'm ia the kitchen. 
Stranowat. Cremer? Yes! Of course. Let 

him 

Mrs. Bdblagoube. [StUl staring at the twisted cage] 
Yu ain't wantin' that — 'tes all twizzled. [She takes U 
from him] Sure yll'm not feelin' yer 'ead ? 
Stranowat. [With a resobde effort] No ! 
Mrs. BuriiAoohbi!. [Ihub^vUy] 111 send 'im in, 
then. [She goes. 

When she is gone, Stranqwat passes hi* 
handkerchv^ across his forehead, and his 
Upe vwoe fast. Be is standing motionUss 
vAen Cbbheb, a big man in ItAourer's 
tiotkea, vn& a thick, broad face, and tragic, 
fa^hful eyes, comes in, and stands a Utile 
■ in from the dosed door, quite dumb. 
Stranowat. [After a moment's riience — going up to 
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him and layinf a hand on kii ahoidder] Jock ! Don't 
give way. If we give way — we're done. 

Creueb. Yes, zuit. [A quaer paata over his face. 

Stbangwat. She didn't. Your wife was a brave 
woman. A dear woman. 

Cbeuxr. I never thought to lUse 'er. She never 
told me 'ow bad ehe was, afore she tuk to 'er bed. 
'Tis a dreadful thing to lUse a wife, nirr. 

Strjlsqvay. [Tightening hi» Kpi, thtd freniMe] Yes. 
But don't give way I Bear up. Jack ! 

Cbxmeb. Seems funny 'er goin' blue-bell time, an* 
the sun sfainin' so warm. I picked up an 'orse-shU 
yesterday. I can't never 'ave 'er back, zurr. 

[Hv face qutvere again, 

Stranowat. Some day you'll jom her. Hunk! 
Some lose their wives for ever. 

Crbuer. I don't believe u there's a future life, 
BUTT. I think we goo to sleep like the beasts. 

Stoanowat. We're told otherwise. But come here ! 
[Drawing him to tht mndoto] Look ! Listen ! To sleep 
in that! Even if we do, it won't be so bad. Jack, 
will it? 

Creueb. She wer' a glide wife to me — no man 
didn't 'ave no better wife. 

Stoanowat. [Putting his hand oai\ Take hold — 
hard—harder ! I want yours as much as you want 
mine. Pray for me. Jack, and I'll pray for you. 
And we won't give way, will we? 

Cbsueb. (To uhom the etrangeneai (^ Ihete teorda 
hat given tome reli^ No, zurr; thank 'ee, Eurr. 'Tes 
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no gUde, I expect. Oaly, I'll miss 'er. Thank 'e«, 

ziut; Idndly. 

Be lifU hit hand to hU head, turns, and vn- 
eertaini]/ goet out to tha kitchen. And 
Stbangwat tfayt where he ia, not Imowtng 
what lo do. Then blindly he takee up hie 
fiute, and haUeat, hurriea out into the 
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ACT II 

SCENE I 

Ahatd waoi o'Adc «n Ae taproom cf tht viUagt inn, 
1%$ to-, ititk the appuTimmuxs thenqf, tintehti 
aeran oiu end, and opporiie is the poroA door on 
to Hu fntn. The wail beboeen it nearly ail win- 
dow, itHk leoded panes, one wid^-op*n COHmmt 
lekenef kb in the last of the lunlight, A narrow 
bendt rttne under this broad wijidow. And thit is 
aU the furniture, sate Oiree spittoons. 

GoDLnOB, the innkeeper, a smailisk man wtA thick 
rt^led hairi a loquaeimts note, and appU-rtd ehtekt 
t^oee a reddish-hnnen mouitacht, it reading Hit 
paper. To Mm eniert Tcur JAUAirs vHk a 
MBinginher mouth. 

GoDUBiGH. Well. Ttbby Jsrluid, what've yU come 
for, then ? Glass o' beer ? 

TiBBT ttUces the thiUinff from her movtk and 

tmiles stoHdiy. 

GoDi>EiaH. [TmnJding] I shid zay glau o' 'ait «n' 

'tff B about yllre form. [Tibbt smUei more broadly] 

YU'm a praapei maateipiece. Weill 'Ave sister 

31 
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Merc; bonYiwecI yUie tongue F [Tibbt ikaJeM har fteod] 
Aw, she 'aven't. Well, mdd ? 

Tibbt. Father wanta six day pipes, please. 
GoDLinoH. 'E dU, dU 'ee? YU tell yUre father 'e 
can't 'ave more'n one, not this avenin'. And 'ere 'tis. 
Hand op ytlre shillin'. 

Tibbt reaches up her hand, partt with the 

thUling, and reeeieea a long eiay ■pipe and 

deoen pennies. In order to eecwe the coins 

in her pim^ore the plaeet ths dajf pipe in 

her mouth. While the ia ttiU thus engaged, 

Mbb. Bradmebe enter* ike porch and comes 

in. Tibbt curtsies stolidly. 

Mbb. Bradhxbe. Gracious, child ! What are you 

doing here? And what have you got in your mouth? 

Who is it? Tibby Jarland? [Tibbt curtsies again] 

Take that thii^ out. And tell your father from me 

that if I ever see you at the inn again I shall tread 

on his toes hard. Godleigh, you know the law about 

children? 

GoDLBlOH. [Cocking his eye, and not at aH ahaehed\ 
Surely, m'm. But ahe will come. Go aw^, my 
dear. 

Tibbt, nmer taking her eyes qff Mbs. Biui>- 
HXRE, or the pipe from her mouth, has 
haekei stolidly to the door, and vamsked. 
Mrs. Bbadherx. [Eyeing Godleigb] Now, God- 
leigh, I've come to talk to you. Half the scandal 
that goes about the village begins here. [She htjds 
vp her finger to cheek expostuiaHon] No, no — it's no 
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good. You know tlie v^ue oi Muidal to your biui- 
neas far too well. 

GoDi^EiGH. Wi' all respect, m'm, I knows the vally 
(^ it to youm, tU. 

Mrb. BiUDinHB. What do you mean by that? 

GoDLSiaH. If there wer^'t no Hector's lady there 
widden' be no notice taken o' scandal; an' if there 
weren't no notice taken, twidden be scandal, to my 
thinkin'. 

Mbs. BBAmnEBB. [WivJcing out a grim liUU amiU] 
Veiy wdll You've given me your views. Now for 
mine. There's a piecx of scandal going about that's 
got to be stopped, Godleigh. You turn the ti^ of it 
o£f here, or we'll turn your tap off. You know me. 
See? 

GoDLBtOB. I shouldn' never preaume, m'm, to know 
a lady. 

Mbb. Bradhebi!. The Reeti»'s quite determined, 
so is Sir Herbert. Ordinary scandal's bad enough, 
but tbis touches the Church. While Mr. Strangway 
remwns curate here, there must be no talk about 
him and his affairs. 

GoDLEtOH. [Cgottn; Ata eye] I was just thinkin* 
how to du it, m'm. "Twid be a brave notion to putt 
the men in chokey, and slit the women's tongues- 
like, same as they dU in outlandish places, as I'm told. 

BIbb. Bbadmebi:. Don't talk nonsense, Godleigh ; 
and mind what I say, because I mean it. 

GonLEiGH. Make ytlre mind aisy, m'm — there'll be 
no scandal-monkeyin' here wi' ray permission. 
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li^B. BRAiw^ia fivet him a keen tbm, but 
eeeuit him petfeellg grtxee, node her head 
with appntaL 
Mbb. BauniZBK. Good ! You know wh»t's bong 
said, (rf course? 

GoDLBtQH. [With reapee^id gnrnty] YuH pardoo 
me, m'm, but ef an' in case yU was goin' to tell me. 
there's a rille in this 'ouse: "No scandal 'eie!" 

Mb& Bhai»cebz. [Ttmnkling grimty] You're too 
smart by half, my man. 

GoDLDGH. Aw fegs, no, m'm — child in ytlre 'anda. 

Mas. Brauikbi. I wouldn't trust yoa a yard. 

Once more, Godleigh! This is a Christian village, 

and we mean it to remain so. You look out (or 

youndf. 

The door opem to admit the farmert "niOBTA- 

KttD imd BvBLkCOMBK, They dqf &ar 

hate to Mbb. Braiocbbb, vho, i^ter one 

more thorp look at Godlxigb, moeei to- 

warde the door, 

Mbs. BKAnnauc. Evening, Mr. Trustaford. [To 

Bdhiacohbe] Burlacombe, tell your wife that duck 

die sent up was in hard trainii^. 

With one t^ her grim winke, and a nod, the 
goet. 
Tbustaiord. [Replaeing a hat whidi ie Uack, hard, 
and not very new, on hit long head, above a long face, 
dean-ekaved but for Utile idiitkert] What's the old 
grey mare want, then? [With a horte-taugh] 'Er'a 
hlldii' awful wise ! 
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GoDLKiGH. [jEnignuiHeaUn] Ah I 

Tbxjbtafobd. [Sittijtg an the heneh doM to ths bar\ 
Drop o' whisl^, an' potasb. 

BimuuxniBE. \A taciturn, tUm, ydloimsk man, in 
a worn K^i M TVhat's nUae, Godleigh? Drop o' 

GoDLEiGH. NUseP Tliere's never no ntlae in this 
'ouse. ^w, not Not wi' my pennUsion. [7n imita- 
ficm] This is a Christian village. 

Tbdstatobd. Thought the old grey mare seemed 
mighty busy. [To Bobiacoube] 'Tea rather quare 
about the curate's wife a^comin' motorin' this momin'. 
Passed me wi' her face all smothered up in a veil, 
goggles an' all. Haw, haw \ 

BoBiAixniBB. Ayel 

Tbcstatobd. Off again she was in 'alf an hour. 
'£r didn't give poor old curate much of a chance, 
after six mtmths. 

GoDLEiaH. Haviu' an engagement elsewhere — No 
scandal, please, gentlemen. 

Bdbiuux»ibe. \Aa^yl Never asked to see my missis. 
Passed me in the yard like a stone. 

Tbustaford. 'Tes a little bit rilmoursome lately 
about 'er doctor. 

GoDLSiGH. Ah ! he's the favourite. But 'tcs a dead 
secret, Mr. Trustaford. Dtm't yil never repate it — 
there's not a cat don't know it already ! 

BcBiAcouBX /roiTTU, and Tbvbtatosd vtlera 
kit hugh. Tke door ia opmwt and Fbshah. 
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a dark ffiptffiik man in the dreia qf a farmer, 

GoDLEiOH. Don't yU never tell Will Freman what 
'« told me I 

Fbehan. Avenin'! 

Trijstafobd. Avenin', Will; what's yUre glass o' 
trouble ? 

Fbeman. Drop o' cider, clove, sin' dash' o' gin. 
There's blood in the sky to-night. 

BuRLACtaiBB. Ah! We'll 'ave fine weather now, 
with the full o' the mUne. 

Freuan. Dust o' wind an' a drop or tU, virst, I 
reckon. 'Eard t' nlise about curate an' 'is wife? 

GoDLEiGH. No, indeed; an' don't yll tell us. We'm 
Christians 'ere in this village. 

Fbeuan. 'Xain't no very Christian nUse, neither. 
He's sent 'er off to th' doctor. "Go an' live with 
un," 'e says; "my blessin' on ye." It 'er'd a-been 
mine, I'd 'a tuk the whip to 'er. Tarn Jarlaod'a 
maid, she yeard it all. Christian, indeed t That's 
brave Christianity! "Goo an' live with un!" 'e 
told *er. 

BmtLACOMBE. No, no; that's not sense— a man to 
say that. I'll not 'ear that against a man that bides 
in my 'ouse. 

Fbeman, Tes sure, I tell 'ee. The maid was hid-up, 
scared-like, behind the curtain. At it they went, and 
parson 'e says: "Go," 'e says, "I won't kape 'ee from 
'im," 'e says, "an' I won't divorce 'ee, as ytl don't 
wish it!" They was 'is words, same aa Jarland's 
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maid told my maid, an' my maid told my missia. If 

that's parson's talk, 'tes funny work goin' to church. 

Tbubtafobd. [Braiding] Tes wonderful quare, 

FmauN. Tarn Jtarland's fair mad wi' curate for 
maldn' hte wi' his maid's skylark. Faison or no 
parson, 'e've no call to meddle wi' other people's 
praperty. He c&m' pokin' 'is nose into my affairs. 
I told un I knew a sight more 'bout 'orses than 'e 
ever would ! 

TaosTATOHD. He'm a bit craay 'bout bastes an* 
birds. 

Tkeff have been ao ahaorbed that they haxe not 
noticed the entrance c^ Cltst, a youth mUh 
tmtsled hair, and a bright, quick, Cdtic eye, 
who alanda listening, with a bit (>f paper in 
hit hand. 

ClTST. Ah < he'm that zuiely, Mr. Trustatord. 

[He divdclea. 

GoDLEtGH. Now, Tim Clyst, if an' in case ytl've 
a-got some scandal on yer tongue, don't yll never 
unship it here. Yu go up to Bectory where 'twill 
be more relished-Iike. 

Cltbt. \Wamng the paper] Will y' give me a drink 
for thic, Mr. Godleigh? Tea rale funny. Awl 'tes 
somethin' swate. BUtiful readin'. Poetry. Rale 
spice. YU've a luv'ly voice for readin', Mr. Godleigh. 

GoDLEiaB. [All eart and twinJcle] Aw, what is it 
then? 
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Cltst. Ah\ Yu want t'know tU much. 

[Putting the paper in kit pocket. 
WkHe he ta tpeaking, Jiu Bere hoe entered 
quietly, vnih hit jeMe 9tep and tmite, and 
sUi down. 
Clyst. [Kindly] Hallo, Jim ! Cat come 'ome ? 
Jm Bebe. No. 

AU nod, and tpeak to him kindly. And Jim 
Bere tmHea at them, and Am eyes aak of 
them the question, to which there it no an^ 
»wer. And after thai he tita motionlees and 
tUent, and they talk at if he mere not 
there. 
GoDLEiQH. ^Vhat's all this, now — no scandal in my 

Cltbt. 'Tea awful peculiar — ^like a drame. Mr. 
Burlacombe 'e don't like to hear tell about drames. 
A gueas a won't tell 'ee, arter that. 

Fbeuan. Out vn' it, Tim. 

Cltbt. "Tea powerful thiisty to-day, Mr. Godleigh. 

Godleioh. [Drawing Aim. tome cider] Yu're all wild 
cat's talk, Tim; yU've a-got no Uk at all. 

Cltbt. [Moeitig for the dder] Aw, indade ! 

GoDiiEiaH. No tale, no cider ! 

Cltbt, Did ye ever year tell of Orphus ? 

TfiUBTATOED. What? The old vet: up to Dray- 
leigh? 

Cltst. Fegs, no; Orphua that lived in th' old time, 
an' drawed tiie bastes after uu wi' his music, same aa 
curate was tellin' the maids. 
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Freuan. Fve 'card as a gipsy over to Yellacott 
could dU that wi' 'is viddle. 

Cltbt. Twaa no gipsy I aee'd this artemiine; 'twas 
Orphus, down to Mr. Burlacombe's long medder; 
settin' there all dark on a stone among the dimsy- 
white flowers an' the cowflops, wi* a bird upon 'is 
'ead, playin' Lis whistle to the ponies. 

Fbeuah. [ExciUdlj/] YU did never zee a man wi' a 
bird on 'is 'ead. 

Cltot. Dida'I? 

Frbbcah. What sort o' bird, then? YU t«Il me 
that. 

Tbdstatobd. Praaper old barndoor cock. Haw, 
haw! 

GoDLBian. ISoothintlf/] Tes a vairy-tale; us mustn't 
be tU partic'Iar. 

BimiuLcoHBi:. In my long medder? Where were 
yU, tlien, Tim ClystF 

Cltst. Passin' down the lane on my bifce. Woq- 
derful sorrowful-fine music 'e played. The pcHiiea 
they did come round 'e — ytl cud see the tears nmnin' 
down their chakes; 'twas powerful sad. 'E 'adn't no 

Fkeuan. [Jeenng] No; 'e 'ad a bird <«i 'is *ead. 

Cltst. [W^ a aUgnnny grin] He went on playin' 
an' playin'. The ponies they never milved. An' all 
tlie dimsy-white flowers they waved and waved, an' 
the wind it went over 'em. Gav' me a funny feelin'. 

GoDixiGH. Gyst, yU take the cherry bun ! 

Cltst. When's that cider, Mr. Godl«gh? 
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GoDLMBR. [Bending oeer the eid^] Yli've a -'ad tU 
much already, Tim. 

The door m opened, mid Tah Jabland appear*. 
He wailca rather unreadily; a man vnth a 
heavy jowl, and tvilen, ttrange, epileptic- 
looking eye». 

Cltbt. {Pointing to Jarland] 'Tis Tain Jarlaod 
there 'as the cargo aboard. 

Jari-and. Avenin', all! [To GoDLSiaH] Pint o' beer. 
[7*0 Jim Bsihb] Avenin', Jim, 

[Jm BxRS holct at him and tmilet. 

GoDiJUOH. [Serving him e^ter a mameni's hesitation] 
'Ere y'are, Tam. [To Cltbt, who fta* taken otd hia 
paper again] Wbere'd yll get thiccy paper ? 

Cltst. [Putting down Am eider-mug empty] Yure 
tongue dU watter, don't it, Mr. Giod]eigh? [Holding 
out hi* mug] No zider, no poetry. 'Tia amazin' sor- 
rowful; Shakespeare over again. "The boy atUde on 
the bumin' deck," 

Freuan. Yll and yer yap 1 

Cltst. Ah ! Yu wait a bit When I come back 
down t'lane again, Orpbus 'e was vanished away; 
there was naught in the field but the ponies, an' a 
praaper old magpie, a-top o' tbe hedge. I zee some- 
thin' white in the beako' the fowl, sol giv' a "Whisht," 
an' *e drops it smart, an' oS 'e go. I gets over bank 
an' picks un up, and here't be. 

[He holds out hit mug, 

BuBi^couBB. [Tartly] Here, give 'im 'is dder. 
Bade it yllteself, ye young teaaewin^ 
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CuTsr, ioamf aeatrei Ida eidtr, Amb »l ^. 
BaUiMf MP du paptr to tiu Ugkl, ki wuin 
at ^ to bcfM. tkem ttidaM feu egt moMl, 



Cltst. Tes ■ pitf I bun't dressed in a white gown, 
Ko' flowers in me 'air. 

Fbeuan. Bead it, or well 'ave yB out o' this. 
Cltst. Aw, don't 'ee shake my nerve, now ! 

Ee btfint nadi^ wSk wioek AerouM, m Um 
sifi, i^rA, burring tmee. Tkut, m Aw nt«- 
lU aeeaU, go tttf Unet: 

God lifted the son in 'eavcn for. 
Lifted the vneAy an* the star. 
My 'eart *£ lifted not! 

God lighted the fields fur Iambs to p1^. 
Lighted the bright stnunea, 'an the may. 
M; 'eart 'E lighted not! 

God lifted the mUne, the Arab's war. 
He lights to-morrer, an' to.day> 
My 'eart 'E *ath vorgot t 

When lie hat finished, there is tiJence. Then 
Trcstaford, tcratehing his head, speaks: 
TmjsTATOBD. 'Tes amazin' funny stuff. 
Freuas. [Looking over CijYSi'aakoiilder] Bedangedl 
Tes the curate's 'audwritin'. Twas curate wi' the 
ponies, after that. 

Cltst. Fancy, now! Aw, ^^1 Fieman, an't yll 
bright I 
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Freuan. But 'e 'sdn't no bird on 'is 'ead. 

Cltbt. Ys-as, 'e 'ad. 

Jarlamd. [In a dull, Ikreatening totce] '£ 'ad my 
maid's bird, this artemUne. 'Ead or no, and patson 
or no, I'll gie 'im one for that. 

Freuan. Ah ! And 'e meddled wi' my 'orsea. 

Thubtafobd. I'm thinkin' 'twas an old cuckoo 
bird 'e 'ad on 'is 'ead. Haw, haw ! 

GoDLEiaH. "His 'eart she 'ath vorgot!" 

Fbeuan. 'E's a fine one to be tachin* our maids 
convirmation. 

GoDLEZOH. Would ye 'ave it the old Rector then? 
Wi' 'is gouty shoeP Rackou the maids wid rather 
'twas cmvte; eh, Mr. Burlacombe? 

BUBI.ACOUBB. [Abruptiy] Cutate's a glide man. 

Jabland. [WUk the cotnaiose ferocUy qf drink] I'll be 
even wi' un. 

Fbeuam. [ExeUedly] Tell 'ee one thing — 'tes not a 
proper man o' God to 'ave about, wi' 'is lUse goin's on. 
Out vrom 'ere he oughter go. 

BuBiACOMBE. You med go further an' fare worse. 

Freuan. What's'edUin',theD,lettin"iswiferunoS? 

TRTjaTATOBD. [Scratcking kia head] If an' in case 'e 
can't kape 'er, *tes a funny way o' duin' tilings not to 
divorce 'er, after that. If a parson's not to dU the 
Christian thing, whU is, then i 

BuBiiACOHBB. 'Tea a bit immoral-like to pass over 
a thing like that. 'Tes funny if women's goin'a on's 
to be encouraged. 

Fbeman. Act of a coward, Z zay. 
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BuBiACOMBE. The curate ain't no coward. 

Fhkhah. He bides in ytlre house; 'tes natural for 
ytl to stand up for un; 111 wager Mrt. Burlacombe 
don't, though. My miasia was fair shocked. "Will," 
she says, "if yil ever make vur to let nie go like that, 
I widden never stay wi' yU," she says. 

Trcstatord. 'Tes settin' a bad example, for zuie. 

BuBLACOMBE. 'Tes all veiy aisy talkin' ; whatshude 
'edU, then? 

Frisian. [ExcUedly] Go over to Durford and say 
to that doctor: "Yu come about my missis, an' zee 
what I'll dU to 'ee." An' take 'er 'ome an' zee she 
don't misbe'ave again. 

Cltst. 'E can't take 'er ef 'er don' want t' come — 
I've 'eard lawyer, that lodged wi' «a, say that. 

Frebiah. All right then, 'e ought to 'ave the law of 
'er and 'er doctor; an' zee 'er goin's on don't prosper; 
*e'd get damages, tU. But this way 'tes a nice ex- 
ample he'm settin' folks. Parson indade! My missis 
an' the maids they won't goo near the church to-night, 
an' I wager no one else won't, neither. 

Jariand. {Lurching wUk kia peteter up to Godleioh] 
The beggar! I'll be even wi' un. 

GoDLEtOH. [Looking at him m dmAt] 'Tes the last, 
then. Tam. 

Bailing received hit beer, JabiuUID s^mtda, lean- 
ing again^ the bar, drinking. 

BuRLACOUBE. [Suddenly] 1 don' goo with what 
curate's duin' — 'tes tU soft 'earted; he'm a mliney 
kind o' man altogether, wi' 'is flute an' 'is poetry; 
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but he've a-lodged in my 'ouse tbb year an' more, 
and always 'ad an 'elpin' 'and for every one. I've 
got a likin' for him an' there's an end of it. 

Jarlahd. The coward ! 

Trustatord. I don' trouble nothin' about that. 
Tarn Jarlaud. [Turning to Bublacombe] What gits 
me is 'e don't seem to 'ave no zense o' what's hb 
own praperty. 

Jarland. Take other folk's property fast enough! 
[He taws (he air with hi» empty pewter. The other* 
have all turned to kim, drawn bg the fatnnation thai a 
man in liquor haa jof Aia /eUow-men. The bett for 
church has begun to ring, the eun t* down, and it is 
getting dusk.\ He wants one on his crop, an' one in 
'is belly; 'e wants a man to take an' gie un a gUde 
hidin' — zame as he oughter give 'is fiy-be-night of a 
wife. [Strangwat in his dark dolhea has enlered, atid 
Hands by the door, his lips com/pressed to a colourless 
line, his thin, darkish face grey-whiie] Zame as a man 
wid ha' gi'en the doctor, for takin' what isn't his'n. 

Alt but JarIiAND hase seen Stranowat. He 
steps forward, Jarland sees him now; his 
jaw drops a little, and he is silent. 

Strangwat. I came for a little brandy, Mr. God- 
leigh — feeling rather faint. Afmid I mightn't get 
through the service. 

GoDLaOB, {With pn^ewional composure] Martell'a 
Three Star, zurr, or 'Ennessy's ? 

Strangwat. [Looking tU Jarland] Thank you; I 
believe I can do without, now. [He turns to go. 
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In the deadly nlence, Gooleioh touches the 

arm cf Jari-and, who, leaning againit the 

bar wlh the pewter in hit hand, ia itaring 

with hit strange lofeering eyet straight at 

Steangwat. 

JabIiAND. [Galvanised by the touch into drunken rage] 

Lave me be — I'll talk to un — parson or no. I'll tache 

un to meddle wi' my maid's bird. Ill tache un to 

k^K 'is thievin' 'ands to 'imself . 

[Stranqvay turns again. 
Cltbt. Be quiet, Tam. 

Jarland. [Never looting Stbangtat vntk hit eyes — 
like a tmU-dog who sees red\ That's for one chake; 
zee tin turn t'other, the white-livered bUty! Whtt 
lets another man 'ave 'is wife, an' oever the sperit to 

BtTBLACOMBB. Shame, Jarland; quiet, man ! 

They are all Ux^ng at Stranoway, who, 

under Jabland's dranhen insults it ttand- 

ing rigid, with hit eyes dosed, and his hands 

hard clenched. The church b^ hat ttojrped 

thw ringing, and begun its five minviea' 

hurrying mAe. 

Tbubtatosd. [Rising, and trying to hook his arm 

into Jabland's] Come away, Tam; yU've a-'ad tU 

much, man. 

Jabland. [Shaking him offl Zee, 'e daisen't touch 
me; I might 'it un in the vace an' 'e darsen't; 'e's 
afrud — like 'e was o' the doctor. 

He raitet &e peiUer at though to fiing U, but 
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it it tffiaed by Godlsioh from behind, and 
falit daOering to the floor. Stranqwat hat 
not moved. 
Jabland. [Shaking At* fiat almoH in hia face] Lube 

at uu, luke at un 1 A man wi' s slut for s wife 

Aa he vOtri &e word "wife" Stkanqway 
aeaet the ouiitrelched Jltt, and vAtk a ju- 
jOsu vuneiaenl, drawt him into hia dvtch, 
helpleat. And at theg aviay and itrvggU 
in the open vnndow, vnih the falae elrength 
c(f fury he forcet Jablano through. There 
it a crash <^ broken glait from, oviside. 
At the aound Stbangwat cornea to Atm- 
adf. A look of agony jMsaet over hit 
face. Bit eyet light on Ztu Bxbe, uAo 
hat tuddenly riten, and tlandt feebly 
lapping hia handa. Steanqwat rvahea 
Old. 
ExcHedli/ gathering at the window, they ail 
apeak at once. 
Cltbt. Tom's hatchin' of ytlre cucumbers, Mr. 
Godleigh. 

Tbustaiobd. 'E did cr&ah; haw, haw! 
Fsxuak. 'Twas a brave throw, zUrely. Whll wid 
a' thought it ? 

Cltst. Tarn's crawlia' out. {Leaning through win- 
dow] Hallo, Tarn — 'ow's t' base, old man 7 

FsaiAS. [Excitedly] They'm all comin' up from 
churchTard to tee. 
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Tbiibtatobd. Tarn dU Ilik« wcmderful utimtshet); 
haw, baw ! Poor old Tarn ! 

Cltbt. Can yU zee curate? Backon 'e'm gone 
into church. Aw, yes; gettin' a bit dimay — sarvice 
time. [A moment't kutk. 

Tbustapobd. Well, I'm jiggered. In 'aU an hour 
he'm got to prache. 

GoDLdOH. 'Tes a Christian village, boys. 

Fe^y, quietlj/, Jm Bere tavghs. Then is 
nknce; but the belt is heard sHU ringing. 



sciQfE n 



7%« tame — in daylight dying fast. A lamp is burning 
on the bar. A chair has been placed in the centre 
tff the room, facing the bench under the windoui, 
OR uhUh are seated from right to left, GonLXiaH, 
Soil Potter the viUage shopman, Tbtibtatobd, 
BuBi.Acc»(BE, Fbeuan, Jih Here, and Morse 
the blacksmiih. Cltbt u squatting on a stool by 
the bar, and at the other end Jabland, sobered and 
lowering, leans against the lintel of the porfh lead- 
ing to the door, round uihwA are gathered five or 
six sturdy fellows, dumb as fishee. No one sits 
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in tlu chair- In the unnatural silence lluU retina, 
die dittant sound of the wheexy church organ and 
voices singing can be heard. 

Trustafobs. [After a prdonged clearing oj his 
ikToai\ What I mean to zoy ia tliat 'tea no yUse, not 
a fait o' yUae in tfae world, not dllia' of things prop- 
erly. If an' in case we'm to carry a reaolution Ats- 
approvin' o' curate, it must all be done so as no one 
can't zay nothin'. 

Sol Potter. That's what I zay, Mr. Trustaford; 
ef so be as 'tis to be a village meeUn', then it must 
be all done proper. 

Freman. That's right, Sol Potter. I purpose Mr. 
Sol Potter into the chair. WhU seconds that ? 

A silence. Voices from among the dumb-as- 
fishes: "I dU." 

Clist. [Excitedly] YU can't putt that to the meetin'. 
Only a chairman can putt it to the meetin'. I pur- 
pose that Mr. Burlacombe — bein' as how he's chair- 
man o' the Parish Council — take the chair. 

Fbeuan. Ef so be as I can't putt it, yii can't putt 
that neither. 

Tbubtafobd. 'Tea not a bit o' yUse; us can't 'ave 
no meetin' without a chairman. 

GoDLEiQH. Us can't 'ave no chairman without a 
meetin' to elect un, that's sUre. [.4 sHence. 

MoRBE. [Heamly] To my way o' tbinkin', Mr. God- 
leigh speaks zense; us must 'ave a meetin' before us 
can 'ave a chainnao. 

Clyst. Then what we got to dU's to elect a meetin'. 
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BcKUOoaiBK. [Sow^] YSH not find do proceduR 
for that. 

Voiea from amoKg Su dMmb-a»JiJut: "Mr. 
BnriMaMnbe 'e ouster know." 

Sol Porx^ [SenkkiMg Ut hea d w ilk heoKf ao- 
kwuiilg] Tes 1117 bdief tben's no other way to dO. 
but to dect a duinnam to call a meetin'; an' then 
for that meclin* to dect a cfaairman. 

Cltst. I purpose Mr. Burlaoombe aa cfaairmaii to 
call ameetm*. 

FABIAN. I purpose Sol Potter. 

Godlugh. Can't 'ave tti pnqtositioiia tt^ther 
before a meetio'; that's apple-pie aOre vur lurtain. 
Voieefrom amonn the ditmb-4U'fitha : "lliere 
Mn't no meetin' yet, Sol Potter lays." 

TBnarAfOBD. Us must get the rights of it settled 
some'ow. Tes like the darned dd diicken an' the 
egg^meetin' or chairman — which come virst? 

Sol PoTtEB. [ConeUiaHns] To my thinkiu' there 
shid be another way o' dUin' it, to get round it like 
with a circumbendibus. T'all comes from talcia' 
different vUse, in a manner o' spakin'. 

FniauN. Yu goo an' zet in that c^air. 

Sol Potteb. [Wiih a glance at Burlacombs — 
modsttly] I shid'o never like fur to du that, with 
Mr. Burlacombe zettin' there. 

BufiucouBE. [RUitig] Tes idl darned fulishness. 

Amidet an uneasy aht^Ununt c^ feet he moeea 
to the door, and goes out into the darkneai. 
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Clt9t. [Seeing hit candidate tkut depart] RockoD 
curate's pretty well thrll by now, I'm goin' to zee. 
[Ae he posK* JablandI 'Ow's ta base, old man ? 

[He goee out. 
One f^ the durab-aa-fiehei maeet jTom ike door 
andfiUa the tpaee left on the bench by Bubia- 
COICBs'a departure. 
Jaiiland. Dam all this puzsivsntin' ! [7*0 Sol Pot- 
ter] Goo an' zet in that chair. 

Soil PoTTEB. [Rising and going to the chair; there 
he elands, dtanging Jrmn one to the other c$ kit short 
broad fed and aweating from modesty and worth] Tea 
my duty now, gentlemen, to call a meetin' of the 
panshiotters of this parish. I beg therefore to de- 
clare that this is a meetin' in accordance with my 
duty as chairmaQ of this meetin' which elected me 
chairman to call this meetin'. And I purceed to vacate 
the chair so that this meetin' may now purceed to 
elect a chairman. 

He gets up from the chair, and wiping the 

sweat from his brow, goes back to kit seal, 

Frxuan. Mr. Chairman, I rise on a point of order. 

GoDLEioH. There (un't no chairman. 

Frbhan. I don't give a dam for that. I rbe on 

a point of order. 

GoDLSiciH. Tes a chairman that decides points of 
order. Tes certain yU can't rise on no points what- 
ever till there's a chairman. 
Tbubtafobo. Tes no yUse ytlre riain', not tbe least 
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bit in the wof4d, tHI tliere's some one to let yll down 
ag^. Haw, haw ! 

Voice from the dumb-at-fishet: "Mr. Tnista- 
ford 'e's right." 

Fbbian. What I say is the chainmm ought never 
to 'ave vacated the chair till I'd risen mi my point of 
order. I purpose that he goo and set down again. 

GoDLEioH. YU can't puipoae that to this meetin'; 
yU can only puipoae that to the old meetin' that's 
not zettin' any longer. 

Fbemaki. [Excitedly] I don' care what old meetin' 
'tis that's settin'. I purpose that Sol Potter goo an' 
zet in that chair again, while I rise on my point of 

Trcb'UFobd. [ScraliAing hii kead] Tesn't reguhu — 
but I guess yU've got to goo, Sol, or ua shan't 'ave 
no peace. 

Soil FoTTBB, etiU mping hit brow, goet bade 
to the cAoir. 

MoBSB. [Stolidly— to Fbiman] Zet down. Will Fre- 
man. [He puUt at Aim with a Maetetmilh'a arm. 

Fbauk. [Remaining erect with an ^ort] I'm not 
a-goin' to zet down till I've arisen. 

Jabiakd. Now then, there 'e is in the chair. What's 
yllre point of order? 

Frsuas. [Darting hia tyet here and there, andjting- 
ing hit hand up to hit gipty-like head\ 'Twas — 'twas — 
Darned ef y' 'aven't putt it clean out o' my 'ead. 

Jarland. We can't wait for yllre points of order. 
Come out o' that chair, So) Potter. 
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Soil PoTiEB riaea and is about to vacate the 
chav: 

Frbuan. I know I There ought to 'a been minutes 
taken. Yll can't 'ave no meetin' without minutes. 
When us comes to electin' a chairman o' the next 
meetin', 'e won't 'ave no minutes to read. 

Sol Potteb. 'Twas only to putt down that I was 
elected churman to elect a meetin' to elect a chur- 
man to preside over a meetin' to pass a resolution 
dalin' wi' the curate. That's usy set down, that is. 

Fbbuan. [Mcil^iedl Well 'ave that zet down, then, 

while we're electin' the chairman o' the next meetin'. 

[A tiknce. 

Trustafobd. Well-then, seein' this is the praaper 
old meetin' for canyin' the resolution about the curate, 
I purpose Mr. Sol Potter take the chair. 

Frbman. I purpose Mr. Trustaford. I 'aven't a-got 
nothia' against Sol Potter, but seeio' that he elected 
the meetin' that's to elect 'im, it might be said that 
'e was electin' of himzelf in a manner of spakin'. Us 
don't want that said. 

MoBSE. [Amid viediialive grunts from the duwh-a»- 
fi9kea\ There's some-at in that. One o' they tU pur- 
posals must be putt to the meetin'. 

Fbiuak. Second must be putt virst, fur zUre. 

Trdbtaford. I dimno as I wants to zet in that 
ch^. To hiss the curate, 'tis a ticklish sort of a job 
after (hat. Vuist comes afore second. Will Freeman. 

Freuan. Second is amendment to viist. Tes the 
amendments is putt virst. 
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TRuaTATORD. 'Ow's that, Mx. Godleigh? I'm not 
particular eggzac'ly to a diUy Eort of a point like 
that. 

Sol Potteb. [Scratc/ting Au head] Tea a veiy nice 
point, tor zUre. 

GoDi<EiaH. Tea undoubtedly for the chairman to 
decide. 

Voice from the duwh-at-fidut: "But there 
ain't no chainnan yet." 

Jabland. Sol Potter's chainnan. 

Freuan. No, 'e ain't. 

Monae. Yes, 'e ia — 'e's chiunnao till this second 
old meetia' gets on the go. 

Frbbak. I deny that WLat dU yll say, Mr. 
TruatafordP 

TbuBTAFOBD. I can't 'ardly tell. It dtl zeem a 
darned long-sufferin' sort of a buaineas altogether. 

\A eilence. 

MoRei. [Slmdy] Tell 'ee what 'tis, us shan't dil no 
gUde like this. ' 

GoDLEiGH. 'Tes for Mr. Preman or Mr. Trustaford, 
one or t'other to withdraw their motions. 

Trtibtaford. [After a paute, with cautioue gmerot- 
T^\ I've no objections to withdrawin' mine, if Will 
Fremanit withdraw fais'n. 

Fbehan. I won't never be be'indhand. If Mr. 
l^staford withdraws, I withdraws mine. 

Morse. [WUh relief] That's zensible. Putt the 
motion to the meetin'. 
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Soil Poms. There ain't no motion left to putt. 

[Silence c^ eorulenuiUon. 
[In Ihe eonjunon Jdi Bere u teen to ikmd up. 
GoDLEiOH. Jim Bere to spake. Silence for ^m I 
Voices. Aye ! Silence for Jim 1 
Sol Pottbh. WeU, fim? 
Jim. [Smiling and shw] Nothin' dUin'. 
Tbtjstatobd. Bravo, Jim i YU'm right. Best zense 
yet! 

[Ajiplaiue from the,dumh-ag-JUke»- 
[With hit imile brightening, Jm reeumea kit teat. 
Sol Potter. [Wiping hit brow] Du seem to me, 
gentlemen, seein' as we'm got into a bit of a tangle 
in a mauier of spskin', 'twid be the most simplest 
and vairest way to begin all over vrom the begianin', 
bo's t'ave it all vair an' square for every one. 

In the uproar of "Aye" and "No," it it no- 
ticed that TiBBT Jabland is standing in 
front of her father with her finger, for wajit 
of tombing better, in her mouth. 
TiBBT. [In her ttolid voiee] Please, sister Mercy says, 
curate 'ave got to "Lastly." [Jabland picke her up, 
and there it eilatee.] An' please to come quick. 
Jabland. Come on, mates; quietly now! 

[He goet out, and ali begin to f(d}aw him. 

MoBBE. {Slouxst, laee for Sol Potter] Tes rare 

lucky us was all agreed to hiss the curate afore us 

began the botherin' old meetin', or us widn' 'ardly 

'ave 'ad time to settle what to dU. 
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Sol Pottbb. [Seratckinf Air head] Aye, 'tea rare 
lucky, but I duDDo if 'tea altogether reg'lar. 



SCENE m 

The mUage green before ihe churchyard and the yeiD- 
treee at tke gate. Into the pitch dark under the 
yeas, light oomea out through the half-open ehurtA 
door. Figures are lurking, or vumng ttealihily 
— people waiting and listening to the sound qf a 
toiee speaking in the church words thai are inau- 
dOAe. Excited whispering and faint giggles come 
from the deepest j/etc-tree shade, made ghoaUy bjf 
the white faces and the frocks of young girls oon- 
tinuaily fliiHng up and back in the blaekness. 
A girl's figure cornea flying out from the porch, 
down the path cf light, and joins the iteaUhy 
group. 

yfmsessasQ Voick of Ubbct. Where's 'e got to 
now, GhtdysP 

WmsPERiNa Voice of Gladib. 'E've juat finished. 

Voice of Connie. WhU pushed t'door open ? 

Voice of G14&DT8. Tim Clyst— I giv' it a little 
push, meself . 
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Voice or Cotons. Obi 

Voice or Glidtb. Tim Clyat's gone in ! 

Anotheb Voice. 0-o-o-h I 

Voice op Mercy. WhU else is there, tU ? 

Voice of Gladys. Ivy's there, an' old Mrs. Pot- 
ter, an' tU o' the m«ds from th'Hall; that's all as 
ever. 

Voice or Comns. Not the old grey mare ? 

Voice of Gladys. No. She ain't tlier'. 'Twill 
just be t&'ymn now. an' the Blessin'. Tibby gone 
for 'em ? 

Voice op Mercy. Yes. 

Voice or Connie. Mr. Burlacombe's gcme in home, 
I saw 'im pass by just now — 'e don' like it. Father 
don't like it neither. 

Voice of Mercy. Mr. Strangvay sbouln' 'ave 
taken my skylark, an' thrown father out o' winder. 
'Tis goin' to be awful fun ! Oh ! 

She jum.'pt vp and dawn in the darkneit. 
And a voice from far in the thadaw «tyi: 
"Hassh! Quiet, yU maids!" The voux 
hat ceased fpeaking in the dturch. There 
it a moment's dead silence. The voice 
tpeakt again; then from the wheesy liitie 
organ come the firtt faint chordt of a 
hymn. 

Gl&dtb. "Nearer, my God, to Thee!" 
Voice of Mxbct. 'Twill be funny, with no one 
'ardly singin'. 
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The iound of (he old hjfmn nmg bg jxut tix 
nmcM comet out to them ralher tweet and 
dear. 
Gladtb. [5(^1 Tis pretty. tU. Why! They're 
cmly singiu' one verae ! 

A moment'* tUetiee, and Ae rmm tpeakt, 
upl^ted, pronouncing the Blesting: "The 

peace of God " Aa the last words 

die atoan, <2ant figurei from the inn ap- 
proach over the graaa, till quite a crated 
teems ttanding there without a word tpoken. 
Then from out lite ehurck porch come Ike 
eonfrregaOon. Tim Clyst firil, kaelily loet 
among the icatftn; fifuret in the dark; 
old Mrt. Potter, a haff-Uind old lady 
groping her way and perceieirm nothing 
out cf the ordinary; the two maids from 
the Hail, te^-conteioue and seared, scut- 
tling along. Last, Ivr Buriacoube quiddy, 
and starting back id the dim, haif-hidden 
crowd. 
VtHCK or Giiinra. \Whiipeting\ Ivy ! Here, quick ! 

IvT swaya, dartt off towards the voice, and is 
lost in the shadow. 
VoiCB OF Fbeuak. [Low] Wait, boys, till I give 
signal. 

Two or three iquirka and giggUt; Tdi Cltst's 
KHce; "Ya-as! Don't 'ee tread on my 
toel" A scft, frightened "0-o-h!" from 
a girt. Some quitA, excited whispering*! 
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"Luke!" "Zee there!" "He'a comin'!" 
And then a petfecUy dead riience, Tht 
figure <^ Strangwat u seen in kit dark 
t^olket, pataing from the vestry to the ekureh 
■porch. He eland* plainly vieibU in the 
lighted pOT(A, locking the door, then etepe 
forward. Just ae he reaches the edge of 
the porch, a low hies breaks the silence. It 
»weU$ very gradvaUy into a long, kissing 
groan. Stranoway tlands motionless, his 
hand over his eyes, staring into the dark- 
ness. A girl's figure can be seen lo break 
out of the darkness and rush away. When 
at last the groaning has died into sheer ex- 
pedancy, Sthangwat drops his hand. 

Stbangwat. [In a low mioe] Yes! I'm glad. Is 
Jarland there ? 

Freuan. He's 'ere — no thanks to yU ! Hsss ! 

[The hiss breaks out again, then dies away. 

Jarland'b Voice. [Threatening] Try if yU can du 
it Bgdn. 

STHANOWAr. No, Jarland, no! I ask you to for- 
give me. Humbly! 

[A hesitating silence, broken by mutterinii. 

Clyst's Voice, Bravo! 

A Voice. That's vwr! 

A Voice. 'E's afraid o' the sock — tJiat's what 'tis. 

A Voice. [GroaninB] 'E's a praaper cowwd. 

A Voice. WhU funked the doctor? 

Cltbt'b Voice. Shame on 'ee, therr I 
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SreANOWAT. You're lif^t— sit at joa ! rm Dot fit 1 

An vneatg <md exeiied mvtttritig and nAuptr- 

mg dtra mcN^ into retuwed tiUnee. 

Stkanowat. What I did to Tarn JarUnd is not the 

real cause of what you're dcung, is It? I understand. 

But don't be troubled. It's all over. I'm going — 

^u'll get some one better. Forgive me. Jartand. 

I can't see your face — it's very da^ 

Fboian'b Voice. [Modeinf] Wait for the full 
mllne. 
GoDLEiaH. [Very low] "My 'cart 'E lighted not!" 
Stbangwat. [Starting at the tound of kit own wordt 
thvt mytteriously ftwn kim out (^ the darktutt] Who- 
ever found that, please tear it up! [After a momtnt'i 
nknee] Many of you have been very kind to me. 
You won't see me again — Good-bye, all ! 

He etatide for a leoond motionleti, then motet 

retdluldy down into the darknett to peopled 

with diadawt. 

Uncxbtain Voices as hb passib. Good-bye, zurr ! 

Good luck, SUIT ! \Se hat gone. 

Cltst's Voice. Three cheers for Mr. Strangway I 

^R4f a queer, itrangUd cheer, wiik groant itill 

threading it, ariiet. 
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SCENE I 

In Ae BcBiAOOUBEs' kali-tittinipoom the aiHaiiu an 
dravm, a lamp hvrm, and the door ittaid* open. 
BuBii&coHBS and his wife are hoverittg there, 
listening to the tound qf mingled cheera and 
yroonuV' 

Mbs. Buriaococbe. Aw! my gUdenesa — what a 
thing t'^ipen! Fd sUner 'a lost alt me dudes. [She 
makea toward* the inner door] I can't never face 'un. 

Biibljux»ibb. 'E can't expect nothin' else, if 'e act 
like that. 

AIbs. BmtL&ccMfBB. Tea oaly dilin' aa 'e'd be done 
by. 

BtFRLACraiSB. Aw! Yu can't go on forgivin' 'ere, 
an' foigiTin' there. Tesn't nat'ral. 

Mas. BintLACOMBB. Tes the mischief 'e'm a par- 
son. 'Tea 'im bein' a lamb o' God — or 'twidden be 
so quare for 'im to be forgivin'. 

Bttblacombe. Yu goo an' make un a glide 'ot drink. 

Mbs. BimiA&coHBE. Poor soul ! What'U 'e dU now, 
I wonder? [Under her breath] 'E'a comin' ! 

She goes hurriedly. Boblaooubb, vUh a 
fll 
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ttarOed look back, Kavers and maket to 

follow ker, bid stops undecided in the inner 

daoneay. Stbangwat eomea in from tha 

darkness. He turns to the window and 

drops overcoat and hat and the church key 

on the imndote-seat, looking a&ouJ him at 

ffi«n do when too hard driven, and never 

fixing hi* eyes long enough on anythitig lo 

tee it. Bdbiacohbe, doting the door into 

the hottte, advances a ttep. At the sound 

Stramowat facet round. 

BusLACCoiBii. I wanted for yU to know, zurr, that 

me on' mine 'adn't nothin' to dU wi* that danied 

fUlUhness, just now. 

Stkanoway. [With a ghott qf a smtk] Thank you, 
Burlocombe. It doesn't matter. It doesn't matter a 
bit. 

BuBLAcoicBi!. I 'ope yll won't take no notice of it. 
Like a lot o' silly beea they get. [After an unea»s 
pause] Yu'U excuse me spaktn' of this mornin', an' 
what 'appened. Tes a brave pity it cam' on yli so 
sudden-like before yU 'ad time to think. Tes a sort 
o' thing a man shUde set an' chew upon. Certainly 
'tes not a bit o' ytlse goin' against human nature. Ef 
yU don't stand up for ytireself there's no one else not 
goin' to. "Tes yUre not 'avin' done that 'as made 
'em so rampageous. [SteaUnf another look at Strano- 
wat) Yu'U excuse me, suit, spakin' of it, but 'tes 
amasEla' sad to zee a man let go his own, without a 
word o' daria'. 'Tes as ef 'e 'ad no passions-like. 
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SnUNOWAT. Look at me, Burlacombe. 

BmunUxmBE Uxih up, trying hard to Ixep 
kig eyet an Stbanowat's, tluU teem to bum 
in hit thin face. 
SnuHGWAT. Do I look like tbat? Please, please! 
[Be touchee hit breatt] I've too much here. Ft ease ! 

BusiiACOHBK. [With a tort r^ ttartled retpeet] Well, 
ZIUT, 'tea not for me to zay nothin', certainly. 

Be Ittrnt and after a alow look back ai StranO- 
WAT goes out. 
Stbanowai. [To hinudf] Passions! No passions! 
Ha! 

The outer door it opened and Ivy Bubucombb 
appeart, and, teeing him, ttopt. Then, 
coming tqfSy towardi kim, she epeakt 
timidly. 

IvT. Oh! Mr. Strangway, Mrs. Bradmere'a comin' 
from tlie Rectory. I ran an' told 'em. Oh! 'twas 
awful. 

Stbanowat ttartt, itaret at her, and turning 
on kit hsel, goei into the house. Ivy's face 
it idl puckered, at if the were on the •point 
cj tean. There it a gen&e terateking at the 
door, whick hat not been quite doled. 

VcHCX or Gladys. [Whispering] Ivy ! Come on I 
IvT. I won't. 

VoicB OF Mebct. YU must Us can't du with- 
out ytl. 
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IvT. [Oaing to Ote door] I don't want to. 
Voice or GiiUncB. "Naughty maid, she von't come 
out," Ah ! dU 'ee ! 

Voice or Comnx. Tim Clyst an' Bobbie's comin'; 
usll only be six anyway. Us can't dance "figure of 
eight" without ytl. 

Itt. [Stamping her /oof] I don't want to dance at 
all ! I don't, 

Mebct. Aw! She's temper. YU can bang on 
tambourine, then ! 

GiADTS. [Running in] Quick, Ivy ! Here's the old 
grey mare comin' down the green. Quick. 

Wiik tMspering and setting, gurgling and 
tqueaking, the rdudanl Ivt'b hand is caught 
and she is jerked auiay. In iheir haste they 
hone l^t the door open b^ind them. 
Voice of Mbs. BoAimEaK. [Outnde] Who's that? 
She knocks lovdly, and rings a UU; then, 
without UMxting, comes in through the open 
door- 
Noting the overcoat and hat on the mndow-nll 
dte mooes aeroes to ring the bdl. But as 
she does so, Mrs. Bciuacombe, followed by 
Buklacombe, comes in from the house. 
Mbb. Bbaduere. This disgraceful business! Where's 
Mr. Strangway 7 I see he's in. 

Mbs. BimiiAcouBE. Yea, m'm, he'm in — but — but 
Burlacombe dtl zay he'm terrible upzet. 
Mrs. Bhadmerb. I should think so. I must see 
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Mbs. BtmiiACOHBB. I doubt bed's the best t^ace 
for 'uu, an' a gUde 'ot drink. Burlacombe zays be'm 
like a man atandin' on the edge of a cliS, and the 
laste tipsy o' wind might throw un over. 

Mbb. Braomere. [To Bcbiacombe] You've seen 
him, then? 

BmtUOCWBH;. Yeas; an* I don't like the Itike of 
un-r-not a Uttle bit, I don't. 

Mbb. BDBL&cxniBE. [Almoit to heraeffl Poor soul; 
'e've &-'ad ttl much to tiy un this yer long time 
past. I've a-seen 'tia spenit comin' thrll 'is body, 
as yll might zay. He's torn to bits, that's what 
'tis. 

Bdbl&coube. Twbs a praaper cowardly thing to 
hiss a man when he's down. But 'twas natural tU, 
in a manner of spakin'. But 'tesn't that troublin' 
'im. Tes in here Itouchiny kii forehead], along of his 
wife, to my thinkm'. They zay 'e've a-known about 
'er afore she went away. Think of what 'e've 'ad 
to kape in all this time. "Tes enough to drive a man 
silly after that. I've a-Iocked my gun up. I see a 
man lUke like that once before — an' sure enough 'e 
was dead in the morain' ! 

Mas. BBADUsaE. Nonsense, Burlacombe t [foMBS. 
BuBiAawBB] Go and tell hun I want to see bim — 
must see him. [Mbb. Bcblacombe goea into the Aouse] 
And look heie, Burlacombe; if we catch any one, 
man or woman, talking of this outside the village, 
it'll be the end of their tenancy, whoever they may be. 
Let them all know that. I'm glad he thi«w that 
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dninken fellow out of the vindow, tliougli it was a 

litUe 

BtiRLACOuBBi. Aye ! The nUapapera would be 
praaper glad of that, for a tiddy bit o' iiUse. 

Mbs. Beadmbre. My goodness! Yes! The men 
are all up at the inn. Go and tell them what I said 
— U'l notto get aboid. Go at once, Burlacombe. 

BuBLACOMBE. Must be a turrsble job for 'im, every 
one's knowia' about 'is wife like this. He'm a praud 
man tU, I think. 'Tes a funny business altogether! 

Mrs. Bhadmebe. HorriWe! Foot fellow! Now, 
come ! Do your best, Buriacombe ! 

Burlacombe touches hu Jordoci and goes. 
Mbb. Brasmere stands quite still, thitJc- 
ing. Then going to the jihotograjA, <ft« 
sttavs up at it. 
Ubb. Bbasuerb. You baggage! 

Stranqwat hat come in naisetesety, and is 

standing juH beftiW ker. She tunu, and 

sees kim. Then is som^ing so tHU, to 

atartlingly ttiU in his figure and white face, 

that iha cannot S"' ^ moment find her 

voice. 

Mrs. Bradmere. [At /tuf] llus is moat distressing. 

I'm deeply sorry. [Then, as he does twA answer, she 

goes a tiep tioser] I'm on old woman; and old women 

must take liberties, you know, or they couldn't get 

on at all. Come now! Let's try and talk it over 

calmly aad see if we can't put things right 
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Stramqwat. You were veiy good to come; but I 
would rather not. 

Mbs. Bbaioibbe. I know you're in u grievous 
trouble aa a mao can be. 

Stkanqwat. Yes. 

Mbs. BRAiafBBB. [WUh a little toutid qf tympaihy] 
What are you — thirty-five? I'm sixty-eight if I'm 
a day — old enough to be your mother. I can feel 
what you must have been through all these months, 
I can indeed. But you know you've gone the wrong 
way to work. We aren't ftugela down here below I 
And a son of the Church can't act as if for himself 
alone. The eyes of every one are on him. 

Stranqwat. [Taking the church key from the mndow- 
nUi Take this, please. 

Mbb. Braioieibb. No, no, no! Jarland deaerved 
all he got. You had great provocation 

Stranowat. It's not Jarland. [Holding out the key\ 
Please take it to the Rector. I beg hb forgiveness. 
[Touching hit bread] There's too much I can't speak 
of — can't make plain. Take it to him, pleaae. 

Mrs. Braduere. Mr. Strangway — ^I don't accept 
this. I am sure my husband — the Church — will never 
accept 

Stranowat. Take it ! 

Mrs. Braduere. [AlmoH uaconmouity taking it] 
Mind! We don't accept it. You must come and 
talk to the Rector to-morrow. You're overwrought. 
Youll see it all in another light, then. 
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Stbanowat. [With a strange mttle] Perhaps. [Lut- 
ing the blind] Beautiful night! Couldn't be more 
beautiful! 

Mbb. Braduere. [SlartUd — ttftly] Uoa't turn away 
from those who want to help you! I'm a grumpy 
old woman, but I can feel for you. Dcm't try and 
keep it all back, like this ! A woman would cry, and 
it would all seem clearer at once. Now won't you 
let me ? 

Strangway. No one can help, thank you. 

Mks. Braioiebe. Come! Things haven't gone 
beyond mending, really, if you'll face them. [Poitd- 
ing to the photograph] You know what I meao. We 
dare not foster immorality. 

Stbanowat. [Quiwring u at a jabbed nsne] Don't 
speak of that ! 

Mrs. Bradhebe. But think what you've done, Mr. 
Strangway ! If you can't take your wife badt, surely 
you must divorce her. You can never help her to 
go on like this in secret sin. 

Strangway. Torture her — one way or the other? 

Mrs. Braduebe. No, no; I want you to do as the 
Church — as all Chrbtian society would wish. Come ! 
You can't let this go on. My dear man, do your 
duty at all coats I 

Strangway. Break her heart P 

Mrs. Bhadmebe. Then you love that woman — more 
than God ! 

Stranowat. [HtM face qmvering] Love ! 

I. They told me — Yes, and I can 
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see you're in a bad way. Come, pull yourself to- 
gether ! You can't defend what you're doing. 

Stbanqwat. I do not try. 

Mbs. Bbadm£he. I mu«( get you to see ! Myfatber 
was a clergyman; I'm married to one; I've two 
SODS in the Church. I fcnow what I'm talking 
about It's a priest's business to guide the people's 
lives. 

StbjUIOway. [Very low] But not mine! No more! 

Mrs. Bradhere. [Lo(Aini/ at him shrewdly] There's 
something very queer about you to-nif^t. You ought 
to B see doctor. 

Stramgwat. [A tmile coming and going an hit lips] 
If I am not better soon 

Mbs. Br&ioiebe. I know it must be terrible to feel 
that everybody — \A emwulHtie shiver patsea over 
Stranqwat, and he shrinkt against &» door] But 
come! Live it downl (IFitt anger gromng at his 
siimux] Uve it down, man! You can't desert your 
poat — and let these villagers do what th^ like with 
us? Do you realize that you're letting a woman, 
who has treated you abominably — yes, abominably 
— go scot-free, to live comfortably with another man ? 
What an example ! 

SrRAirawAT. Will you, please, not speak of that t 

Mrs. Bbadhbrs. I must! This great Church of 
ours is based on the rightful condemnation of wrong- 
doing. There are times when forgiveness is a sin, 
Michael Strangway. You must keep the whip hand. 
You must fight ! 
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Stbanqwat. Fight! [Taucking hit heaT(\ My fight 
is here. Hsve you ever been in hell? For months 
and months — burned and longed; h<^>ed against hope; 
killed a man in thoi^t day by dayP Never rested, 
(or love and hate? I — condemn! I — judge! No! 
It's rest I have to find — somewhere — somehow — rest! 
And how — how can I find rest ? 

Mh8. Bkadmebe. ]Who hat listened to hu ou&unt 
in a sort qf ctyma] You are a strange man! One of 
these days youll go oS your head if you don't take 
care. 

Stranqwat. [SmUing] One of these days the Sowers 
will grow out of me; and I shall sleep. 

Mrs. Bhaduebb atiwea at his imUing face a 

long moment in ailenee, Iken wOh a litde 

sound, half sniff, half snort, she goes to the 

door. There she haits. 

Mrs. Braduere. And you mean to let all this go 

on — Your wife 

Strahgwat. Go \ Please go ! 

Mrs. Braduere. Meu like you have been bur- 
ied at crosB-rooda before now ! Take care ! God 
punishes! 

Stranowat. Is there a God ? 

Mrs. Bhadmere. Ah! \WHkfinality\ You must see 
a doctor. 

Seeing thai the look on his face does not change, 
the opens the door, and hurries away into 
the moonlight. 
SniANOWAT crosses the room to where hie wife's 
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jncture hangs, and stands h^ore it, his hands 
grasping the frame. Then he takes it from 
the wail, and lays it face upwards on the 



Strangwat. [To himseif\ Gone! What is there, 
now? 

The souvd cf an okVm hooting it fioating in, 
and cf voices from Ike green outside the 

Stranowat. [To himee^ Gone I Taken faith — 
hope — life I 

Jw Bebb comes tcandering into the open 
doorway. 
Jim Bxre. Gude avenin', zurr. 

At his slow gait, with his feeble smile, he coTnet 

in, and standing by the window-seat beside 

the hmg dark coat that atHl lies there, he 

looks down at Stranqwat with kU lost 

eyes, 

Jm. Yu threw un out of winder. I cud 'ave, once, 

I cud. [Stranowat neither motes nor speaks; and 

Jm Bebe goe» on wOh hie unimaginably slow speech] 

They'm laughin' at ytt, zurr. An' so I come to tell 

'ee how to dll. Twaa full mtlue — when I caught 

'em, him an* my girl. I caught 'em. [With a strange 

and awfid flash of fire] I did; an* I tuk un [He talus 

up Stranowat's coat and grips it with his trejablini/ 

hands, as a man grips atuAher's nede\ lilce that — I 

tuk im. 
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At the coat faU», Uke a body out cf uhith the 
brea^ has been aqueexed, Stsanqwat, ruing, 
eatehet U. 
Stranoway. [Oripjnng the coat] And he fell ! 

Be lets the coat fait on the floor, and futa ku 
Jo<a on U. Then, ttaggering back, he leant 
againet the windoui. 

Jiu. YU see, I loved 'ei — I did. [The loal look comet 
back to hit eyes] Then aomethin' — I dunno — and — 
and — [He lifts kit hand and pattet it up and doom 
kis tide] 'Twaa like this for ever. 

[They gase at each other in tOeiux. 

Jof. [At last] I come to tell y\l. They'm all laughin' 
at yU. But yU'm strong — yU go over to Durford to 
that doctor man, an' take un like I did. [He triei 
again to make the tign cf tqueedng a man's neck] They 
can't laugh at yll no more, then. Tha'a what I come 
to tell yil. Tba's the way for a Christisn man to dU. 
Glide niugbt, zurr. I come to tell yee. 

Strangwat mtMons to him in tHence. And, 

oery tUndy, Jm Bers paatet out. 
The toicea cf men coming down the green are 
heard. 
Voices. Glide naight, Tam. Glide naight. old 
Jim! 

Voices. Gude naight. Mr. Trustaford. Tea a won< 
derful fine milne. 
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Vatca or Trubtapobd. Ah ! Tea a bnve mQiM 
tor th' poor old curate ! 

Voics. "My "eart 'E lighted not!" 

Tbustatobd's laugh, and the nt&inf, fainler 
and fainter, cf v^xetii. A tpam leuma on 
Stramqwat's /ace, oa he stands then bg the 
open door, kit hand grips hie throat; he 
looke from tide to tide, ae if seeking a way 
tf escape. 



SCENE n 

The BcBi^fxnEBBB' high and nearly empty bam. A 
lantern is hung by a rope that lifts the bates of 
straw, to a long ladder leaning agatjist a rafter. 
Tku gives all the light there is, sate for a slender 
track cf moordight, slanting in from the end, where 
the too great doors are not qu^ dosed. On a rude 
beach in front cf a few remaining, stacked, square- 
cut bundles <^ last year's hay, sits Tibbt Jarland, 
a bit cf apple in her moutk, sleepily beating on a 
tambourirte. With stockinged feet Giadts, Ivy, 
Connie, and Mebct, Tm Cltst, and Bobbie 
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Jarlamd, a boy of fifteen, are dancing a irwioated 
"Figure of Eight"; and iheir thadotct are danc- 
ing alongside on the v>aUa, Shoes and some applet 
have been throum down dote to the side door through 
which they have come in. Now and then Ivy, the 
tmatieH and beit qf the dancert, ejacuhtes toords 
of diredion, and one qf Ihe yoviht grunlt or 
braUhes loudly out of the confusion of his mind. 
Save for thia and the dumh beat and jingle of the 
sleepy tambourine, there is no sound. The dance 
comes to its end, but the drowsy TtBBT goes on 
beating. 
Merct. That'll du, Tibby; we're finished. Ate 
yilre apple. [The stolid Tibby eats her apple. 

Cltst. [7n hit teasing, excitable voice] Yu maids 
don't dance 'alf's well as us dtl. Bobbie 'e's a great 
dancer. 'E dance vine. I'm a glide dancer, meself. 
GuDTs. A'n't ytl conceited just? 
Cltst. Aw! Ah! Yu1l give me kiss for that 
[Be chases, btd cannot catch that dippery white figure] 
Can't she glimmer ! 
Uebct. Gladys 1 Up ladder I 
Cltbt. Yu go up ladder; I'll catch 'ee then. Naw, 
ytl maids, don't yll give het succour. That's not vair. 
[Catching hold of Mehct, who gives a liiUe squeal. 
Connie. Mercy, don't! Mrs. Buriacombe'll bear. 
Ivy, go an' peek. 

[IvT goes to the side door and peers through. 

Cltst. [Abandoning the chase and ptckin^f up an 

apple — they alt have the joyous irresponsibility that 
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attetida fothiddat imngt] Ya-aa, this is a glide tppk, 
Luke at Tibbjr t 

l^BBT, tmreome bg dnmtinmt, kai f^lm 
batA mIo Ma kan, ulstp. Gladys. Itaimtg 

Ofaiiut the hag bnakt into kumnanf: 

"There cam' tliree dulces a-ridm', a-ridlu', a-ridin'. 
There cam' three dUkes a ridin' 
With a ransy-tansy tay !" 

Clist. Us 'as got oo vine; us'll get prise for oar 
dancin'. 

ComniL There won't be no prise if Mr. Straagway 
goes away. "Tes funny 'twas Mre. Straogway started 

IvT. [From the door] 'Twas wicked to hiaa him. 

[A mommt't AutA. 

Clt8t. "Twasn'tl. 

BoBBis. I never did. 

GiADTB. Oh! Bobbie, yU did! YU blew in my 
ear. 

Cltbt. "Twas the prasper old wind in the trees. 
Did make a brave noise, zurely. 

Mebct. '£ ahuld'n' 'a let my skylark go. 

Cltst. [Out cf aheer eonlradidorwuit] Y^-aa, 'e 
shUde, then. What du yil wont with th' birds of the 
air? Th^'m no gUde to yU. 

IvT. {Mourtffvllg] And now he's goin' away. 

Cltst. Ya-os; 'tea a pity. He's the best man I 
ever seen since I was comin' from my mother. He's 
a gUde man. He'm got a tad face, sure enough, tbou^. 
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Itt. Gude folk always 'ave xad faces. 

Cltst. I kntl a glide man — 'e sold pigs — vary gUde 
man: 'e 'ad a bUdiful bright vace like the mUne. 
[Touching hit stomach] I was sad, meaelf, once. 'Twas 
a funny scrabblin'-like feelin'. 

Glastb. If 'e go away, whu's goin' to finish us for 
confirmation 7 

Connie. The Rector and the old grey mare. 

Mercy. I don' want no more finiahin'; I'm con- 
finned enough. 

Clxst. Ya-aa; yll'm a bUty. 

GiuUiTs. Suppose we all went an' asked 'im not 
to go? 

IvT. Twouldn't be no gUde. 

CoHNiE. Where's 'e goin' ? 

Merct. Hell go to London, of couise. 

XvT. He's 30 gentle; I think 'e'll go to ao island, 
where there's nothin' but birds and beasts and floweis. 

Cltst. Aye! He'm awful fond o' the dumb things. 

Itt. They're kind and peaceful; that's why. 

Cltst> Aw ! Yu see tU praaper old tom cats; 
they'm not ttl peaceful, after that, nor kind 
nughther. 

Bobbie. [Surprmngly] If 'e's sad, per'^M 'e'll go 
to 'Eaven. 

Itt. Oh! not yet, Bobbie. He's tU young. 

Cltbt. [FoUowing hit own ihoughit] Ya-as. 'Tes 
a funny place. tU, nowadays, judgin' from the 
papers. 

Gii&DTS. Wonder if there's dandn' in 'Eaven ? 
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Itt. There's beasts, and flowers, and waters, and 
trees — 'e told us. 

Clyst. Naw! There's no dumb things m 'Eaven. 
Jim Bere 'e says there is ! *£ thinks 'is old cat's 
there. 

Itt. Yes. [Dreamily] There's stars, an' owls, an' a 
man jJayin' on the flute. Where 'tea glide, there 
must be mlisic. 

C1.TBT. Old brass band, shuldn' wonder, like th' 
SalTation Army. 

Itt. IPvtting up her handt to an imaginary pipe] 
No; 'tis a boy that goes so; an' all the dumb Uiings 
an' all the people goo after 'im — like this. 

She marchet ehtely, playing ker imagiiuiry 
pipe, and one by one they all fall in b^und 
her, padding round the bam in their etotk- 
inged feet. Paesing the big doors, Itt throm 
them open. 
An* 'tes all like that in 'Eaven. 

She etande there gaxing out, etill ploying cm 

her imaginary pipe. And they all Hand a 

moment eileiU, itaring into the mooniighL 

Cltbt. Tes a glory-be full mlloe to-night! 

Itt. a goldie-cup — a big one. An' miUioiis o' little 

goldie-cupB on tbe floor of 'EaTen. 

BfsBCT. Oh! Bother 'Eaveni Let's dance "Cbft- 
peiclawa"! Wake up, Tibby I 

Gl&dis. CUqiperclaws, clq>peidawi! Comt on, 
Bobbie — make circle ! 
Cltbt. Clapperdaws ! I dance that one fine. 
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IVT. [Takmt the iambtmnne\ See, Tibby; like this. 
She humt and beats genlly, then rettoree the 
tambourine to the deepy Tibby, viho, wak- 
ing, hat ■placed a -piece ^ apple in her 
mouth. 
Connie. Tea awful difficult, this one. 
Itt. [lUtiHraHng] No; yU just jump, an' clap ylire 
'ands. Lovely, lovely! 

Cltbt. Like ringin' bells t Come ahn ! 

Tibby begine her drowty beating, Ity huma 
the tune: they dance, and their thadowt 
dance again upon the waUa. When the has 
beaien but a few moments on the tan^ottrine, 
Tibby ie overcome wax nwre by sleep and 
falls bade again into her nesl qf hay, with 
her USle tkoed feet just pttiUe over the edge 
(jf the bench. Ivy arches up the tambourine, 
and to her beating and humming the datusers 
dance on. 
Suddenly Giadyb stops like a wUd animal 
surprised, and cranes her neck toaards the 
side door. 
Connie. \Whispering\ What is it? 
GuDTB. Whiepering\ I hear — some one — comin' 
acraw the yard. 

She leads a noisdess scamper towards the shoes. 
Bobbie JabIiAND shim up the ladder and 
saxes the lantern. Ivy drops the tambourine. 
They alljty to the big doors, and umish into 
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Ike moonUghi, jmUitif Ae doon iMor^ to 

There m the mind cf terabbtuif at At tctdt 
cf the tide door, and Strakowat oomat uiio 
the natrly dark bam. Out in tkt niffKt 
the owl it ttiU kooHnf. He dotet iKe door, 
and that tound it lott. Like a man waUc- 
tng in hit tleep, he goet up to the ladder, 
taket the rope in hit hand, and nakei a 
noote. He can be heard breathing, and in 
the darleneti the molioni of hit handt are 
dimly teen, freeing hit throat and putting 
the noote round hit neck. He itandt tway- 
ing to and fro at the foot cf the ladder; then, 
vriih a tigh, telt hit foot on it lo mount. 
One (^ the big doore creakt and opens in 
the wind, Iriting in a broad poA t^ moon' 
light. 

Strahowat (top*; freeing kit nsek from the 
noote, ha walke quicldy up the tratk ' ef 
moonlight, tehitened from head to foot, lo 
dote the doort. 

The tound cf hit boolt on the bare floor hat 
awakened Tibbt Jabl.u«i>. Struggling 
out (f her hay nett the ttande ^ring at hit 
whitened figure, and hurtle tuddenty into 

Tibet. 0-ob I ilacy I Where are yU ? I'm 
frightened ! I'm frightened ! O-oooo I 
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Stbangwat. [Turning— ttarSed] Who's that? Who 
is it? 
TiBBT. 0-oh! A ghost;! Oo-ooo! 
Stramgwat. [Going to her quickty] It's me, Tibby 
— ^Tifa— only me I 
Tibet. 1 see'd a ghosty. 

Stbangwat. [Taking her up] No, do, my bird, yoo 
dido'tl It was me. 

TiBBT. [Burying her face againtt kim] Fm frighted. 
It was a big one. [Shs gives tongue again] 0-o-oh ! 

Stramowat. There, there! It's nothing but me. 
Look! 
TiBBT. No. [She peep* out ail the tame. 

Stbahowat. Seel It's the moonlight made me all 
white. See 1 You're a brave girl now ? 
TiBBT. [CauHouds] I want my tqiple. 

She poinlt towarde her neat. Stbangwat ear- 
riee her there, pidct up an apple, and gieee 
it her. Tibet laket a bite. 
TiBBT. I want my tambouline. 
SnuiTOWAT. [Oinag her the tambourine, and carry- 
ing her bade into the track tf moonlight] Now we're 
both ghoaties ! Isn't it fniuiy 7 
I^BBT. [DoubtfuUy] Yes. 

Stbangwat. See! The moon's laughing at usl 
See? Laugh then! 

TiBBT, tambourine in one hand and apple in 
the other, amiler stolidiy. Be aete her down 
on the ladder, and ttandt, holding her lend 
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Tibet. ISolemnJy] I'se still frightened. 

Stbanowat. No! Full moon, Tibbyl Shall we 
wish for itP 

TiBBT. Full mUne. 

Stbamgwat. Mood I We're wishing for jou. Mow, 
moon I 

TiBBT. MUne, we're wishin' for yU ! 

SnuMQWAT. What do you wish it to be ? ' 

I^BT. Bright new shillin' ! 

Stbanqway. a (ace. 

IteBT. ShUlin', a ahillin' ! 

Stramgwat. [TaJemfi out a ikillitif and tfrntniitf it to 
Hud U faUt into her pitta^on] See 1 four wish comes 
true. 

TiBBT. Oht [PutftRjr ths AUUnn m her moutt] 
Mtlne's still thete I 

Stbahqwat. Wish tor me, Tibby ! 

TsBT. Milne, Vm wishin' for yU 1 

SncAiniwAT. Not yet I 

TsBT. Shall I shake my tambouline ? 

Stbanqwat. Yes, shake your tambouline. 

TiBBT. [Shakitm her tambourine] MUne, Pm sliakin' 
atyU. 

Stbanovat tayi hia hand ruddenlg on the 
rope, and twingr it up <m to the beam. 

Tebbt. What d'yU dU that for? 
Stbasgwat. To put it out of reach. It's better — -^ 
TiBBT. Why is it better ? [She ttarea up at Aim. 
Stranqwat. Come altmg, Tibby! [He carriei her to 
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the big doors, and eels her domi\ See t All asleep ! 
The birds, and the fields, and the moon ! 

TiBBT. Mtlne, mtlne, we're wishing for yU ! 

Strangwat. Send her your love, and say good- 
night 

TiBBT. \Blovnng a kiaa] Good-night, mtlne ! 

From the barn roc^ a little white dove'a feather 
comet fioating down in the wind. Tibbt 
foUowt it vrUh her hand, catchea ii, and koldi 
U up to him. 

Tibbt. [Chvelding] Ltlke. The mllne's sent a bit 
o' love! 

Stkanowat. [Takins the feather] Thank you, Tibby ! 
I want that bit o' love. [Very faint, cornea the eound 
tf muaie] Listen I 

Tibbt. It's Miss Willis, playin' on the pianny ) 

Strahowat. No; it's Love; walking and talking 
in the world. 

Tibbt. [Dubioualy] Is it? 

Steanowat. [Pointing] See! Everything coming 
out to listen! See them, Tibby! All the little 
things with pointed ears, children, and birds, and 
flowers, and bunnies; and the bright rocks, and — 
men! Hear their hearts beating! And the wind 
listening I 

Tibbt. I can't hear — nor I can't see ! 

Stbanowat. Beyond — [To kinu^ They are — 
tbey must be; I swear they are! [Then, catching 
tight cf I^st'b amaaed enet] And now say good-bye 
to me. 
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tnBBT. Where ya goia't 
Stranowat. I don't know. Tibby. 
Voice of Hebct. [ZKitaiU and im««it] Tibbyt 
Tibby! Where are yU? 
Stbamgwat. Merey calling; nm to hw ! 

TiBBT jforto off.hirm back and l^ Aer/oce. 
He bends to kin her, andjtinginf htr ama 
round hu nedi, tAe guet kim a good hug. 
Then, knuelding the lUep out t^ h» egei, 
theruju. 
Stramowat Hands, unoertain. Then it a 
sound qf heavg foUsUps; a man dean kis 
throai, dote bjf. 
Stbamowat. Who's that? 

Chemeb. Jack Cremer. [The big man's figure appears 
out of the ihadov! of the ham] That ytl, suit? 
Stkanqwat. Yes, Jack. How goea it? 
Creueb. Tea empty, mrr. But I'll get on 
some'ow. 
SrttANflWAT. You put me to shame. 
Creueb. No, zurr. I'd be MUia' meseU, if I didn' 
feel I must stick it, like yU zaid. 

They stand gamng at toA other in the moon- 
light. 
Sthangwat. [Very fowl I honour you. 
Chekee. Whafs that? [Then, as Stoanowat does 
not ansv^l m jugt be walkm'-I woe' be goin' 'ome 
to-oight. Tea the full mUne— lucky. 
Stbanowat. [Suddenly] Wait for me at the cross- 
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roads, Jack. I'll come with you. Will you have me, 
brother? 
CmuxB. Sure! 
SxaufoWAT. WMt, then. 
CBmiEB. Aye, zuTT. 

WUk kU heavy tread Cbeueb jximb* on. And 

Stranqwat Uajjt against the Krdd cf the 

door, looking at Ike moon, that, quite fvU 

and golden, kange not far ahote the etraighi 

horizon, where the treei eland mnall, in a 

row. 

Stbanoway. [Lifltnt hie hand in the gettun qf 

prayer] God, of the moou and the sun; of joy and 

beauty, of loneliness and sorrow — give me strength to 

go OD, till I love every living thing ! 

Be nuivet away, f<Momng Jack Creuer. The 
fuU moon thinee; the otd hoote; and earns 
one ie shaking Tibbt'b tambourine. 
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ACT I 

LoBD WiLUAM Dbouonot'b vtanMon in Pork Law. 
Eight o'doek qf the esening. larrLB Annh 
Dbouonst and ike large footman, James, gautii 
and grim, ditcoxred in the wine cellar, hy light 
of gat. James, tn ^uth brtechee, it teteding wine, 

L. Akib. James, are you really James ? 

Jahes. No, my proper name's John. 

L. Amni. (Mil \A pauu] And is Charles's aa im- 
proper name too? 

James. His proper name's Mark. 

L. Anne. Then is Thomas Matthev? 

Jambs. Miss Anne, stand clear o' that bin. Youll 
put your foot through one o' those 'oclc bottles. 

L. Anns. No, but James — Henry might be Luke, 
r«aUy? 

Jahcb. Now shut it. Miss Anne 1 

L. Annb. 'Who gave you those names ? Not your 
godfathers and godmoUms? 

James. Poulder. Butlers think they're the Al- 
mighty. {GtoomHy] But bis name's Bartholomew. 

L. Anme. Baith<^mew Poulder ? It's rather jolly. 

James. It's hidjeous. 

L. Anne. Which do you like to be called — John or 
James? 

CenrvM. ino. i« Osrlw Strilwr't Am 
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2 THE FOTOfDATIONS act i 

Jaubs. I don't give a dam. 

L. Anns. What is a dam ? 

Jaues. Tain't in ihe dictionary. 

L. Anne. Do you like my name? Anne Dro- 
mondy ? It's old, you know. But it's funny, ian't it ? 

James. [IndifferetUli/] It'll pass. 

L. Anne. How many bottles have you got to pick 
out? 

James. Thirty-four. 

L. Anne. Are they all tor the dinner, or (or the 
people who come in to the Anti-Sweating Meeting 
afterwards? 

Jaubb. All for the dinner. They give the Sweated 
—tea. 

L. Anne. All for the dinner? They'll drink too 
much, won't they ? 

Jaues. We've got to be on the safe side. 

L. Anne. Will it be safer if they drink too much? 

James pauses in the ad of dialing a boOU to 

look at her, as if »uspeding irony. 

[Sn^ng] Isn't the smell delicious here — -like the taste 

of cherries when they've gone bad — [She sn^i agaw\ 

and mushrooms; and boot blacking 

Satxsi. That's the escape of gas. 

L. Anne. Has the plumber's man been ? 

James. Yes. 

L. Anne. Which one? 

James. Little blighter I've never seen before. 

L. Anne. What is a little blighter? Can /see? 

Jaues. He's just gone. 
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ACT 1 THE FOUNDATIONS S 

L. Annb. [Straying] Oh! . . . James, are these 
really the foundations P 

Jamxs. You might 'ait say so. There's a lot under 
a woppin' big house like this; you can't hardly get to 
the bottom of it. 

L. Astis. Everything's built on something, isn't it 7 
And what's 0iat built on? 

James. Ask another. 

L. Anne. If you wanted to blow it up, though, 
you'd have to begin from here, wouldn't youP 

jAiiiBa. Who'd want to blow it upP 

L. Annb. It wnild make a mess in Paik Lane. 

Jausb. I've seen a lot bigger messes than this'd 
make, out in the war. 

L. Anne. Oh ! but that's years ago ! Was it like 
this in the trenches, James ? 

Jaubb. [Qrimiy] Ah ! 'C^t that you couldn't lay 
your 'and on a bottle o' port when you wanted one. 

L. Annb. Do you, when you want it, here? 

Jambs. [On guardl I only suggest it's possible. 

L. Anne. Perhaps Poulder does. 

James. [IcUy] I say nothin* about that. 

L. Anne. Ob I Do say something ! 

Jambs. I'm ashamed of you. Miss Anne, pumpin' me ! 

L. Annb. [lUproael^tiUy] I'm not pumpin' ! I only 
want to make Poulder jump when I ask him. 

Jambs. [Onnning] Try it on your own responsibility, 
then; don't bring me in ! 

L. Annb. [Switching qff] James, do you think there's 
gmng to be a bloody revolution ? 
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4 THE POTJNDATIONS act i 

James. [Shocked} I sliouldn't use that word, at your 
age. 

L. Annb. Why not? Daddy used it this morning 
to Mother. [Inatating] "The country's in an awful 
state, darling; there's gomg to be a bloody revolution, 
and we shall all be blown sky-high." Do you lilce 
Daddy? 

Jaueb. [TaAen aback] Like Lord William? What 
do you think? We diaps would ha' done anything 
for him out there in the war. 

L. Annb. He never says that— he always says he'd 
have done anything tat you ! 

Jahbb. Well — that's the same thing. 

L. Anns. It isn't — it's the opposite. What is class 
hatred, James? 

Jahbs. [Wiady] Ah ! A lot o' people thought when 
the war was over there'd be no more o' that [He mig- 
gen] Used to amuse me to read ia the papers about 
the wonderful uni^ that was ctnoin'. I could ha' 
told 'em different. 

L. Anns. Why should people hate? I like every- 
body. 

Jauxs. You know such a lot o' people, don't you? 

L. Anmb. Wdl, Daddy likes everybody, and Mother 
likes everybody, except the people who don't like 
Daddy. I bar Miss Stokes, of course; but then, who 
wouldn't? 

Jahxs. [With a touch of jMloaojAy] That's right — 
we all bars them that tries to get something out of us. 

L. Anns. Who do you bar, James ? 
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icti THE FOUNDATIONS 5 

Jaios. Vf^-{Bniogint Oe baurg qf iAoitfU)— 
^leaking genenlly, I bftr evoybody tbftt looks down 
thdr noses »t me. Out there in the troiches, thov'd 
come » shell, lud nf d go some oi&et'a heftd, an' Fd 
think: Tb»t might ha' been me — ^we're all eqiud in the 
sight o' the sbus. But when I got home again among 
the toits, I saya to meaelf: Out there, ye know, you 
filled a hole aa weD aa me; but here you've put it on 
again, with mufd. 

L. AmiE. James, are your breeches made erf mufti ? 

Jaus. [Contenpiatiag hit leg» teUh a eertam om- 
iem^] Ah ! Footmen were to ha' been off; but Lcvd 
William was scared we wouldn't get jobs in the rush. 
We're on his conscience, and it's on nqr conscimce 
that I've been od his k>ng oiough — so, now Fve saved 
a bit, Tm goin' to take mesdf orf it. 

L. Annh. Oh! Are you going? Where? 

JjMEB. [AMemUing the latt botOu] Out o' Blighty) 

L. Amm. Is a little blighter a little Englishman ? 

Jahis. [Emhamuaedi Well — 'e can be. 

L. Anne. [Muting] JTames — we're quite safe down 
here, aren't we, in a revolution ? Only, we wouldn't 
have fun. Which would you rather — be safe, or have 
fun? 

Jahbs. [Orimly] Well, I had my bit o' fun in the war. 

L. Ahnb. I like fun that h^^wns when you're not 
looking. 

Jahxs. Do you? You'd ha' been just suited. 

L. Amm. James, is there a future life? Miss Stokes 
says so. 
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6 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

Jamss. It's a belief, in the middle cUsaes. 

L. Anne. What are tke middle classes ? 

Jaues. Anything from two 'imdred a year to super- 
tax. 

L. Anne. Mother saya they're terrible. Is Miss 
Stokea middle class ? 

Jameb. Yes. 

L. Anne. Then I e^>ect they are terrible. She's 
awfully virtuous, though, isn't she? 

Jahbs. "Tisn't so much the bein' virtuous, as the 
lookin' it, that's awful. 

L. Anhe. Are all the middle classes virtuous? Is 
PouId^P 

Jambs. [Dvbioualy] Well. . . . Ask him ! 

L. Anme. Yes, I will. Look ! 

From an empty bin on the ground level she 
picka up a lighted taper, burnt almoH to 
the end. 

James. [ContempkUing it] Careless ! 

L. Anne. Oh ! And look ! [She poinia to a rounded 
nutal direct lying in the bin, close to where fA« taper 
teaa] It's a bomb ! 

She is about to pick it up when Jaiceb takee 
her by the toaigt and putt her aside. 

Jameb. [Stemiy] You stand back there! I don't 
like the look o' that ! 

L. Anne. [WOh intense interest] Is it really a bomb ? 
What fun I 

James. Go and fetch Poulder while I keep an eye 
on it. 
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ACT! THE FOUNDATIONS 7 

L. Aknb. [On Hptoe qf exattm^ni] Xf only I can 
make him jump I Oh, James! we needn't put the 
light out, need we ? 

Jahbs. No. Clear off and get him, and don't you 
come bade. 
L. Anns. Oh1 but I must! I found it! 
Samsb. Cut along. 
L. Ann£. Shall we bring a bucket? 
Jaubs. Yea. [AnmxJIuw qff. 

[Oamng at the c^iject] Near go! Thought I'd seen 
enough o' them to last my time. That little gas 
blighter ! He looked a rum 'un, too — one o' these 'ere 
Bolshies. 

In the preterux of tkii grim, object the habtti 
c^the past ors too mttchfor him. He nil on 
the ffround, leaning against one of the bottle 
bagketr, keeping kia eyes on the bonib, hit 
large, lean, gorgeous body spread, one dbow 
on his plush knee. Taking out an empty 
pipe, he places it mechanieaUy, boui doien, 
between his lips. There enter, behind kim, 
at from a communiaation trench, Fouuier, 
in twatiotD4aHa, with Ltitlii Annb behind 

L. Ammb. [Peering round him — ecstatic] Hurrah! 
Not gone off yet! It can't — can it — while Jamea ia 
sitting on it? 

PouLnsR. [Very broad and stoat, vrith square shoul- 
ders, a large ruddy face, and a smalt mouth] No noise. 
Miss. James I 
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8 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

Jahbb. HaOol 

PotTLDSS. Yfbat'a aD thisP 

Jauks. Bomb! 

Poinj>xs. Miss Anne, off you go, and don't you 

L. Anxe. Come back again t I know ! [She fiiea. 

Jauib. [Eximdmg hia hand tcUk the pipe in it] See .' 

PoULDKR. [Severely] You've been at it agwn ! Look 
here, you're not in the trendies now. Get up ! Wliat 
are your breeches goin* to be like? You might break 
a bottle any moment ! 

Hauxb. [Ritinif with a jerk b> a tort of "Attentionl"] 
Look here, you starched antiquity, you and I and that 
bomb are hate in the sight of the stars. If you don't 
look out I'll stamp on it and blow us all to glory t 
Drcft your civilian swank ! 

PouiiDBR. [Seeing redl Hoi Because you had the 
privilege of fightin for your country, you still think 
you can put it on, do you? Take up your wine! 
Ton my word, you fellas have got no ntrve left ! 

Jjutxs vwkea a nidden twoop, lifta Uu bomb 
imd jmni it in both hands. Podu>eb 
rotxnb againet a bin arid gaxet at the object. 

Jaubs. Put up your hands t 

PouiJ>iiB. I defy you to make me ridiculous. 

Jaubs. [Fiereel}/] Up with 'em I 

Pouij>EB'a haiidt go up in an uncontroUabh 
epasm, which he avbduet alvioet iiutantiy, 
puUing them down again. 

lAMtB. Very good. [Be lower* the bomb. 

Poinj>ZB. [Swpritedl I never lifted 'em. 

Jaiob. You'd have made a first-class Boche, 
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ACT I THE FOUNDATIONS 9 

Poulder. Take the btnnb yourself; you're in charge 
of this 8ecti<Hi. 

PouLDBB. [Pouting] It's no part of my du^ to 
carry menial objects; if you're afiaid of it Fit aend 
•Enry. 

Jahes. Afraid ! You 'Op o' me thumb I 

From the "communicatum frmM" appears 
IdTTLB Amni, Sallowed by a tkin, tharp, 
aaBo»-faeed man of tkaty-fite or lo, and 
another Footman, carrying a wine-eooler. 

L. Ajnni. Fve brought the bucket, and tin Press. 

Prbss. [In front cf PootiOaiB's round eyee a/id mouth] 
Ah, major domo, I was just talcing the names of the 
AntiSweating dinner. [He eatehea eight of the bomb 
in James's AoTxfl By George I What Al. irony! [Be 
bringe out a note-hook and writee] "Highest class dining 
to relieve distress of lowest class — bombed by same !" 
Tqtping I [He rube kis hande]. 

FoniiOXR. [Drawing himee^ up] Sir? Tkia a pres- 
ent I [He mdieates Anns toitA the flat ef kia hand.] 

L. Annd. I found the bomb. 

Fbbss. [Abeorbed\ By Jove I This u a piece of 
luck ! [He writee. 

PouuDSB. [Obwrving ^nt] This wwi't do — it won't 
do at all 1 

Prbbs. [Writing— abeorbed] "Banning of the Brit- 
ish RevolutioDl" 

PouLDBR. [To Jaiub] Put it in the cooler. 'Enry, 
'old up the cooler. Gently! Miss Anne, get be'ind 
the Press. 

Jaius. [Orimiy — htMing the bonib above the cooler] It 
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10 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

won't be the Press that'll stop Miss Anne goin' to 
"EBven if coie o' this sort goes off. Look out! I'm 
goin' to drop it. 

Ali. recoil. Hbhbt jmta lh« cooler down and 
hacktaaay. 

L. Amm. [Dancing fanvardl Oh I Let me see ! I 
missed all the war, you know ! 

Jambs Imoers ike bomb into the cooler. 

PonLDBR. [Regaining courage — to The Fbebb, wko 
it seribMing in kU nole-iook] It you mentitm this bdore 
the police l&j their hands on it, it'll be cont^npt o' 
Court. 

Fbbss. [Strvck] I say, major domo, don't call in 
the police! That's the last resort. Let me do the 
Sheilocking for you. Who's been down here? 

L. Annc "Die plumber's maa about the gaa — a 
little blighter we'd never seen before. 

Jaues. Lives dose by, in Royal Court Mews — No. 8. 
I had a word with him before he came down. Lemmy 
his name is. 

Pbess. "Lnnmy!" [Noting Ihe addreas] Bight^ol 

L. Ammi. Oh ! Do let me come with you ! 

PotRiDEB. {Barring the ux^] Fve got to lay it all 
before Lord William. 

PRBB. Ah r What's he like ? . > »•»' 

PotTLDBR. [With dignity] A genUeman, sir. '' ' ' 

Pbxbb. Thai he won't want the police in. 

PooiDBL Nor the Press, if I may go so far as to 
say so. 

Press. One to you ! But I defy you to keep this 
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ACT I TEE FOUNDATIONS 11 

from the Rcas, ibmjsw domo. Hug b the most si|^ 
nificuit thing that has hajqiated in oar time. Guy 
Fawba is nothing to iL lite fbandatioos of Sodet; 
reding ! By Gtarga, It's a second Betiilehem I 

tAvnte*. 

PoTTUiEB. [To Jaheb] lUce op your irine and loDow 
me. nBniy, bring the cooler. Misi Anne, precede na. 
\To The Fbesb) You defy me? Veiy «^i Fm gun' 
to loc^ you op hoe. 

PBEas. [Uneaag] I say^-this b medievaL 

[He aOewtpb to pais. 

FoDLDBB. [Barrmg the la^] Not so! James, put 
him up in that empty 'och bin. We can't have dinnn 
distwbed in any way, 

Jauzs. [PvUing kit hands on Thb Pniaa's tkouUar*] 
Look here — go quiet ! I've had a grudge against you 
ydlow newspaper boys ever since the Tar — trothin* 
up your daily hate, an' maldn' the Huns desperate. 
You neariy took my life five bundled times out thoe. 
If you squeal, Fm goin' to take yours once — and that'll 



Pbebb. That's awfully unjust. Pm not yellow I 

Jaios. WeU, you look it. Hup. 

I^tEBs. lattle Lady Anne, haven't you any authority 
with these fellows? 

L. Anns. IReaitHrtg Pouldsr'b pnaiwre] I won't 
go t I simply vaut see James put him up I 

Press. Now, I warn you all plainly — there'll be a 
leader on this. 

[Ha Mea to bolt, hut U wiud by Jamh. 
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12 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

Jambs. [InnicaUy] Ho! 

Pbbss. My psper hu tlie biggest influence — — 

Jaheb. That's the one I Git up in that 'ock bin, 
and mind your feet anuKig the claret. 

Fbbsb. This is an outrage on the Freas. 

jAifss. Then itil wipe out one by the Fi-esa on the 
Public — on' leave just a million over 1 Hup ! 

PovLDBR. 'Enry, give 'im an 'and. 

Thb ^^» fflounf*, omitted by Jaub and 

HSNBT. 

L. AmtB. I£criatte] It's lovely I 
FoDLDBB. [Nenmuliil mod the "ST ! Mmd ! 
Jaiobb. Mind your feet in Mr. Poulder's favourite 
wine! 

A Wouan'b voice is heard, a* from the depihe 
cf a eaee, txiBinff "Atme ! Anne /" 
Ih AltNB- [Aghaet] MIsa Stokea— I must hide ! 

She gete betmd Podldeb. The three Servante 
OiUbm dign^led poettiaa in fmnt qf the 
Hm. The voioe txmee nearer. Ite Fbebb 
«t(* dttngling hie feet, gmtmng. Mwi 
SnsKB a pp ean. She u a tooman afjorty- 
fie» and terriNy good maratera. Her grejfish 
iov u rotted book qff her forehead. She is 
m a kifk eventnn dreat, and in the dim light 
radiates a ilartied eompomre. 
MiBB S. Foulder, whoe is Miss Anne ? 

[Anhb laga hold cf the iaoki cf hie legt. 
PocuniB. [IFutctrvl I am not in a poation to in- 
f om you. Miss. 
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Mm S. lltey toM me she ms down bwe. And 
what is all this about a bomb? 

PoDLDiK. [Luting Uf hand tn a nlmin§ mtatutBtl 
The oina b past; we have it in ke, Min. 'Enry, abow 
Miss Stcdxs ! [Bcnxt i m i v n it— lAa eooltr. 

Hbaa S. Good gracious ! Doea Lord Williain know P 

FouLDKB. Not at presoit. Miss. 

Mm S. But he ought to, at once. 

FouLDEB. We '«Ve 'ad complications. 

MiBB S. ICabAiag tight cf the leg* cf Tn Fxam] 
Dear me 1 What a» those? 

Jaius. [Gloomily] The cxunplications. 

MisB Stokib puis up her glatut and tUmt 
at them. 

FtaeB. [Cheetfidk/] Miss Stokes, would you kindly 
teD Ix»d ^raiiam Vm here from the Press, and would 
like to speak to him ? 

MiaB S. But— er — why are you up there t 

Samsb. 'E got up out o' remorse, Misi. 

MiBfi S. What do you mean, James? 

Frsss. [Warmiff] Miss Stokes, I appeal to you. Il 
it fair to attribute responsibility to on unsigned jour^ 
nalist for what he has to say? 

James. [SepukhraBjfl Yea, when you've got 'im in 
a nice dark place. 

BbBB S. James, be more nq>ectf nl I We ow« tlw 
Press a very great debt. 

Jauib. I'm goin' to pay it, Mjas. 

Miss S. [At a lott] Poulder, this i> really moit 

PoDLDSB. Fm bound to keep the Press out of temp* 
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14 THE FOUNDATIONS act i 

tatioD, Bdjss, tin Tve lud it all befcnc Lcn^ William. 
'Eary, take up the cooler. James, watch 'im tiH we 
get dear, then bring on the rest of the wine and lock 
up. Now, Misa. 

Bfiss S. But where u Aime ? 

TsEBB. Miss Stokes, as a lady ! 

MiBB S. I shall go and fetch Lord William ! 

Pom-DSB. We will all go, Miss. 

L. AxNE. [Rugking end from beMnd kia legs] Ko — me ! 

She eludes Miss Sroxas and vanithtt, foUmced 

bff that dutraeted but riill wdi-manvered lady, 

FouLDER. [La^ng at hit watiA] 'Eiay, leave the 
cooler, and take up the wine; tell Thomas to lay it 
out; get the champagne into ice, and 'ave Charles 
'andy in the 'all in case some literary bounder comes 
punctual. [Henbt lakes up Vie viine and goes, 

Fbbss. 1^6000 Ms headl I say, let me down. This 
is a bit uadigniGed, you know. My paper's a great 
organ. 

PocLDER. [After a momenCs hesiUOUm] Well — take 
'im down, James; hell do some mischief among the 
bottles. 

Jaios. 'Op oS your base, and trust to me. 

Ths Phxbs slidea og the bin's edge, is remaed 
by James, and riot Umded gen&y. 

PocLDBR. \Conienvpleii7tgHm\ The incident's closed; 
no ill-feeling, I hope ? 

Pbsbs. Ko-o. 

Pocu>BR. That's right. [Clearing Ms throat] While 
we're waitin' for Lord William — if you're interested in 
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ACT I THE FOUNDATIONS 15 

wine — [PAtbMOp&jeoQy] yoti cut raad the history ot the 
times in this cdlar. Take 'ixk. [Ht fouttt to a iik\ 
Not 4 bottle gone. Getmaa laoduct. ot course. Now, 
thftt 'oA is 'avin' the time oi its life — owturin' gnUMlly; 
got a woDderfid chance. About the time we'ie bringin* 
ouraelves to drink it, we shall be havin* the next great 
war. With luck that 'ock may lie there anothw quar- 
ter of a century, and a sweet pietty wine itil be. I 
only hope I may be h«xe to drink it. Ah 1 [H» ^akea 
huhead\ — but lo(A at claret! limes are hard on daret. 
We're givin' it an awful d<un'. Now, there's a Pon^ 
Canny [He pointi to a hin] — if we wraen't so 'opelessly 
allied with France, that wine would have a teasooaUs 
future. As it la — none 1 We drink it up and up; not 
more than sixty doeen left And where's its equal to 
come from for a dinner wine — ah! I ask you 7 On 
the other hand, port is steady; made in a little countty, 
all but the cobwebs and the old boot flavour; guaran- 
teed by the British Navy; we may 'opa for the best 
with port. Do you drink it? 

Pbkbb. When I get the chance. 

PoxniDEB. Ah ! [Clear* hU throat] Fve often wanted 
to ask: What do they pay you — if it's not indelicate? 
[Thii Fbsbs thrugt hit akmiU^a. 
Can you do it at the money ? 

[Tbb Prom ahaltM kit head. 
Still — it's an easy life! I've r^retted sometimes tiat 
I didn't have a shot at it myself; influencin' other 
people without disclosin' your identity — something 
very attractive about that. [Lowerint kit Douw] Be- 
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tween nun and man, now— what do you think of th« 
situation (^ the countiy — these processionji of the un- 
employed—the Bed Flaj[ an' the MarnUatay in the 
streets— all this talk about an upheaval F 

Fazas. Wdl, speakmg u a Socialist 

FouuiiiB. IdMoimieil Why, I thought your p^>er 
was Tory [ 
PmsBB. So it is. That's notluog ! 
PouLDBB. [Opett~moutke<H Dear me ! [Pointing to the 
bomb] So you really think there's something in this ? 
Jaues. [SejnilchraU^] 'Igh explosive. 
pRBBS. [Takiim out hit not&iook] Too much, uiy- 
way, to let it drop. 

[A pbaaant voice oaUa "Poulder I BaUo J" 
PouLDBR. {Forming a trumpet wHk kit hand] Me 
I.ord! 

At LoBD WiUiLUt appeart, Jaubb, oterame 

by reminiscencet, talulea, and it mtchanieaUy 

antwered. Lotto Wiluau hat "charm." 

Hit hair and mouttachs are eritp and jtitt 

beginning la grixde. Bit bearing it free, 

eaty, and only faintly armoured. He wiU 

go far to meet you any day. He it in fuU 

evening dreis. 

LoED W. [Cheerfully] 1 say, Poulder, what have you 

and James been doing to the Press? Libnty ot the 

Press — it isn't what it was, but there is a limit Whcra 

is he? 

He tumt to Jausb bOween whom and kimtelf 
there it etiU (An freematonry ef the trenches. 
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Jaios. [PoiniiTig to Pouij>xr] Be'isd the parapet, 
me Lord. 

Thb PBzaa motet out from vihere he hat tn> 

tobintarily been tereaud hy Pottldeb, who 

lookt at Jahis teterdjf. Lord Wiu<iaii 

hidet a trnUe. 

pRESe. Very glad to meet you. Lord William. My 

pieseace down here 18 quite involimtary. 

L(mD W. [WHk a eharming trnUe] I know. The 
Press has to put its — er — to go to the bottom of every- 
thing. Where's this bomb, Poulder? Ah! 

[Se lookt into the wine cooler, 
Pbxbb. [Tabinif out kit nole-book] Could I hare a 
wixd with you on the crisis, before dioner. Lord 
William? 

LoBO W. It's time yon and James were up, Poulder. 
[IndicaHjm the cooler] Look after this; tell Lady William 
ni be there in a minute. 
FocriDBB. Very good, me Lord. 

Se foei, foBoaed by Jambs tarrying the cooler. 

Ab The Pbxss ttmu to look i^ter then. Lens 

WtuJAH ealehet tight of hit (odfc. 

Lord W. I must ^xilogise, sir. Can I brush you ? 

Fhsss. [DutUng kimte^ Thanks; it's tmly bdund. 

[ff« vpent kit lUte-hook] Nov, Lord William, if you'd 

kindly outline your views on the national situation; 

after such a narrow escape from death, Z fed they 

might have a nusal effect My paper, as you know, 

is concerned with the deeper aspect of things. By the 

way, what do you value your house and collection at 7 
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LoBO W. [T'wuftnf his litUe mouttache] Really — I 
can't ! H«ally ! 

Prbbs. Might I say a quarter of a millicm — lifted in 
two seconds and a half — hundred thousand to the 
second. It brings it home, you know. 

Lord W. No, do; dash it! No! 

Press. [I>iaappointed] I see — not draw attention to 
your property in the present excited state of public 
feeling? Well, suppose we i^proach it from the view- 
point of the Anti-Sweating dinner. I have the list of 
guests — very weighty ! 

Lord W. Taken some liftmg— wouldn't they? 

Press. [Serioualy] iSsy I say that you designed the 
dinner to soften the tension, at this crisis ? You saw 
that case, I suppose, this morning, of the woman dying 
of starvation in Bethnal Green ? 

Lord W. [Desperaitly] Yes — yes! Fve been horri- 
bly affected. I always knew this slump would come 
after the war, sooner or later. 

Press. [Writing] ". . . had predicted slump." 

Lord W. You see, I've been an Aati-Sweattng man 
for years, and I thought if only we could come together 
now. . . . 

pRxss. [Nodding] I see — ^I see ! Get Society inter- 
ested in the Sweated, through the dtnnor. I have the 
menu here. [He produces it. 

Lord W. Good God, man — more than that! I 
TBOt to show the people that we stand side by side 
with them, as we did in the trenches. The whole 
thing's too jolly awful. I lie awake over it. 

[He walks up and down. 
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Rbbb. ISerMUnf] One momoit, pkftse. m just 
get that down — "Too jolly awful — lies awake ovtr it 
Was wearing a white wustcoat with pearl buttona." 
[At a tign cf rttentment from kia tu<uit] I want tbe 
bumaa touch. Lord WUiam — it's evoythiug in my 
p^>». What do you say about this attempt to bomb 
you? 

LoBO W. Wdl, m a way I think it's d — d natural. 

PsEBS. ISerUMmf] "Lord William thought it d— d 
natural." 

LoBD W. [Owrhearmg] No, no; don't put that 
down. What I mean is, I should like to get hold of 
those fellows that are singing the Marseillaise about 
the streets — fellows that have been in the war — real 
sports they are, you know — thorough good chaps at 
bottom — and say to them: "Have a feeling heart, 
boys; put yourself in my portion." I don't believe 
a bit they'd want to bomb me then. 

[He ualkt up and down. 

Presb. [ScrihUinff and muttering] "The idea of 

brotherhood " D'you mind my saying that? 

Word Inotherhood — always effective — always 

[HeviriUt. 

Lord W. [BewOderedi "Brotherhood I" Well, it's 
pure accident that Fm here and they're there. All 
the same, I can't pretend to be starving. Can't go 
out into Hyde Park and stand on a tub, can I ? But 
if I could only show them what I feel — they're such 
good chaps — poor devils. 

Pbess. I quite appreciate! [He vfrita] "Camel and 
needle's eye." You were at Eton and Oxford ? Your 
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constituency I know. Clubs ? But I can get all that. 
Is it your view that Chriatianity is on the u[^grade. 
Lord William? 

LoBD W. [IhAioiu] What d'you mean by Christi- 
anity — loving-kindness and that? Of coutse I think 
that dogma's got the knock. [He vxdks. 

Press. [Wr&itm] "Lord William thought dogma 
bad got the knock." I should like you just to develop 
your definition of Chiistia&ity. "I«ving-kindness" — 
strikes rather a new note. 

Lord W. Newf What about the Sermtm on the 
Mount? 

Press. [WrUing] "Refers to Sermon on Mount." I 
take it you don't belong to any Cburcji, Lord William? 

Lord W. [ExaspenUedl Wdl.re^y — I've been bi^ 
tised and that sort of thing. But look here 

Press. Oh ! you can trust me — I shan't say any* 
thing that you'll regret. Now, do you consider that 
a religious revival would help to quiet the country? 

Lord W. Well, I think it would be a deuced good 
thing if everybody were a bit more kind. 

Press. Ah! [Muting] I feel that your views are 
strikingly original. Lord William. If you could just 
open out on them a little moraP How far would you 
q>ply kindness in practice? 

LoBD W. Can you f4>ply it in theory? 

Pbbss. I beUeve it is done. But would you allow 
yourself to be blown up with impunity ? 

Lord W. Well, that's a bit extreme. But I quite 
sympathise with this chap. Imagine yourself in his 
shoes. He sees a huge house, all these bottles, us awill- 
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ing them dowo; ptabafB he's got a starvinc wife, or 

Gonsmiqttive kids. 

Pbebs. lWritin$ and MunmirMiJ Um-ml "Etda." 
LoKD W. He thinks: "But for the gnce ttf God. 

there swtD I. Wiy should that blighter have evuy- 

thing Mid I nothing?" and aD that. 
Prbs. [Writingl "And all that" iButerfy] Yeaf 
LoBO W. And gradually — ^you see — this oootrast— 

becwnes an obsessitw with him. "There's got to be 

an example made," he thinks; and — er—he makes it, 

don't you know? 

Pbibs. [Writing] Ye-esP And — ^when you'n the 



LoKD W. Well, yon feel a bit Uue, of course. But 
my point is that you quite sec it. 

Pbxbs. FVom the other world. Do you believe in 
a future life, L(wd William? The public took a lot 
of iottfest in the question, it you remember, at the 
time of the war. It m^t revive at any nxunent, U 
there's to be a revoIuti(»i. 

Lord W. The wish is always father to the thought, 
isn't it? 

Press. Yea! But— er — doesn't the question of a 
future life rather bear on your point about kindness ? 
If there isn't one — why be kind i 

Lord W. Well, I should say one oughtn't to be 
kind for any motive — that's self-interest; but just 
because one feels it, don't you know. 

I^BBB. [Writing eigorouatif] That's very new — very 
new! 

Lord W. [Simply] You chaps are wonderfuL 
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Press. [DouHfuUy] You mean we're — we're- — 

LoBD W. No, really. You hEve such a d — d hard 
time. It must be perfectly beastly to iota-view fel- 
lows like me. 

Press. Ob ! Not at all. Lord William. Not at all. 
I assure you compared with a literary man, it's — it's 
almost heavenly. 

LoBD W. You must bave a wonderful knowledge of 

Press. [Bridlmg a litOe] Well— I sbouldn't say that. 

LoBD W. I don't see bow you can avoid it. You 
turn your hands to everything. 

Pb£bb. [Modetlty] Well — yea, yea. 

LoSD W. I aay: Is there really going to be a revolu- 
titm, or are you mfflHng it up, you Press 7 

Frbbb. We don't know. We never know whether 
we come before the event, or it comes before us. 

LosD W. That's very deep— very deep. D'you 

mind lending me your note-book a moment. I'd like 

to stick that down. All right, I'll use the other end. 

[Thb Pbess handt it hj/jmoticaUy. 

LoBJ} W. [Jotting] Thanlcs awfully. Now what's 
your real opinion of the situation ? 

Press. As a man or a Press man ? 

Lord W. Is there any difference ? 

Fbebs. Is there any ccnmectitHi? 

LoBO W. Well, as a man. 

Fbbss. As a man, I think it's rotten. 

Lord W. [JotHng] "Rotten." And as a pressman ? 

I^tsBS. [Smiting] Prime. 
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Lord W. What! Like a StUton cheese. Ha, ha! 
[He it tAovi to virite. 

Pbebb. My stunt. Lord William. You aaid that. 
[Be jati Hon hit etiff. 

Lord W. But look herel Would you say that ■ 
strong press movement would help to quiet the country 7 

Press. Well, as you ask me> Lnd William, 111 tell 
you. No newspapen for a month would do the trick. 

Lord W. [Jotting] By Jovet That's brilliant. 

Pbess. Yes, but I should starve. [He mddetJy lookt 
up, and ku eyes, liie gimUtt, bore their toay into Lord 
WniUAii's pleatatd, troubled face] Lord WiDiaai, yon 
could do me a real kindness. Authorise me to go and 
intoTiew the fellow who left the bomb here; I've got 
his address. I |vomise you to do it moat discreetly. 
Pact is — wdl — I'm in low water. Since the war we 
simply can't get soisatioa enough for the new loste. 
Now, if I could have an article beaded; "Bombed asd 
BMuber" — sort of douMe int e r vi ewr, you know, it'd 
very likdy aet me on my l^i again, [Verjf eamaOri 
Look! {Be hcldt out kis fraiftd mitthmde. 

hoKD W. [Omfptng kie iandi Hy dear <Amp, cer- 
tainly. Go and in te i view tlda Mq^iter, and I1m!h 
bring Inai romid here Yon can do that for me. I'd 
very madi Eke to see him, as a matter of fact. 

FhaH. TlMi^swfnIly;IdMlnenTfev9etit. Ob! 
■n^ I Wvc asy Bole-bocA? 

[LoMb WfUUM hands it baeh. 

Iamd W, And kxA here, if there's mythmg — when 

a Mkm't for t— t e and anotiter's not 

[£r« jMrf* his hand into his breast foeM. 
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Fbxbs. Oh, tbank you ! But you see, I shall have 
to write you up a bit, Xiord William. The old aiis- 
tocTBcy — you know what the public still expects; if 

you were to lend me money, you might feel 

Lord W, By Jove! Never should have dreamt 

Pbesb. No 1 But it wouldn't do. Have you a pho- 
tograph of yourself. 
LoBD W. Not on me. 

Pbkhs. Pity ! By the way, has it occurred to you 
that there may be another bomb on the premises P 
LosD W, Phew ! I'll have a look. 

Be looka at hig watek, and begins kwrudly 
eeareking the bint, bendinf down and going 
on kia knees. Thb Fams reeereei the note- 
book again and ekd^iea him. 
Pbxsb. \To himae^ Ah ! That'll do. "Lord Wil- 
liam exstnines the foundations of his house." 

A mice caila "Biil I" Ths Fbess snap* the 

lude-book to, and looki up. There, where the 

"communication tremA" runt in, ttandt a 

laU and elegant woman in the extreme qf 

evening dreee. 

[With ■presence ((f mindl Lady William? You'll find 

Lord William — Oh ! Have you a photograph of Mm ? 

Luir »7. Not on me. 

Pbbss. [Eyeing her] Er — no — I suppose not — eo. 
Excuse me ! [He tidies past her and is gone. 

Lady W. [With l^led ey^mnes] Bill ! 
Lord W. [Emerging, dusting his hiees] HaDo, Nell I 
I was just maldi^ sure there wasn't another bomb. 
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Ladt W. Yes; that's why I caiae down. Who waa 
that petBon? 

Lord W. Pnaa- 

Lady W. He looked awfully yellow. I hope you 
haven't been giving youraelf aw^*. 

toBD W. [Dubimuiv] Wdl, I don't know. Iliey're 
like corkscrews. 

Laot W. What did he aak you? 

Lord W. What didn't be? 

Lady W. Well, what did yon tdl himP 

LoBD W. That rd been b^ittsed— -but be luonuBed 
not to put it down. 

Lady W. Bill, you are absurd. 

[She ffwet a light UOU laugh. 

L(HtD W. I don't remember anything else, except 
that it was quite natural we should be bombed, don't 
you know. 

Ladt W. Wliy, what harm have we done? 

LoBD W. Been bom, my dear. [Svddentj/ imaus] 
I say, Ndl, how am I to tell what this fdlow felt when 
he left that bomb here? 

Lady W. Why do you want to? 

Lord W. Out there one used to know what one's 
men felt. 

Lady W. IStarinif] ISy dear boy, I really don't 
tlunk you ought to see the Press; it always upsets you. 

Lord W. Well I Why should you and I be going 
to eat oursdves silly to improve the condition of the 
sweated, when 

Lady W. [Calmiy) When they're g<»Dg to "im- 
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prove" ours, if we don't look out. We've got to get 
b first, Bill. 

Lord W. [Gloomilif] I know. It's all fear. That's 
it ! Here we are, and here we shall stay — as if tbere'd 
never been a war. 

Last W. Well, thank heaven there's no "front" to 
a revolution. You and I can go to glory together this 
time. Compact ! Anything that's on, I'm to share in. 

LoBD W. Well, in reason. 

Lady W. No, in rhyme, too. 

LoBD W. I say, your dress I 

Ladt W. Yes, Foulder tried to stop me, but I 
wasn't going to have you blown up without me. 

Lord W. You duck. Yon do look stunning. Give 
ua akisst 

LiUiT W. [Starting back] Oh, Bill 1 Don't touch me 
— ^your hands t 

Lord W. Never mind, my mouth's clean. 

Thejf gland about a yard apart, and bending 
their facet towards each otJier, kiaa on the lipt. 

L. Aum. [Appearing auddenty from the "comrnvni- 
eation trench," and tip-toeinif eilenily between them] Oh, 
Mum I You and Daddy are wasting time I Dinner's 
ready, you know I 

CDBTADf 
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The tinglt room qf old Mbs. Lxuht, in a amaU gny 
kmue in Betkrud Green, the room of one cumbered 
by little save age, and Ihe erockerj/ dibris ef the foet. 
A bed, a cupboard, a eohwed portraU of Queen 
Victoria, and — cf all tkingi —a fiddle, hanging on 
the toaU. By ike aide cf old Mrs. Lzuut in her 
lAair ia a pile oj corduroy trousert, her day' a waxaied 
eeicing, and a small table. She aHa toitA her back 
to the window, through lehich, in the but <jf the light, 
the opposite aide of the Utile grey itreet i» mtiUe 
wider the evening aky, vAere hangt one tdtiie doud 
shaped like a homed beast. She ia aHU amotng, and 
her lipe mote. Being eld, and lonAy, ahe has that 
hAU of talking to herself, diatreaaing to those who 
cannot overhear. From the amaek of her tongue 
8A« was once a West Country cottage woman; from 
the boj; cf her creased, parckmmiy face, she was 
once a pretty girl with Nock eyea, in vAieh there ia 
«ti0 much vitality. The door is opened with d^fft' 
euUy and a little girl eateri, carrying a pOe (^ un- 
finiahed corduroy trousers nearly as large aa herae^. 
She puts them down againat the wall, and adaaneea. 
She is eleven or twebe yeora old ; large-eyed, dark- 
haired, and aaSow. Half a woman cf this and 
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haff of another world, except when <u now, eheitaa 
vreepoiuible a bit t^ life aa a liltie flowering vieei 
groteing out(^ a waU. She Handt loottnjr at Mbs. 
Ibuut mtk dancing eyee. 

L. AiDA. I've brought yer to-moTrer's bshsen. 
y nt yer finished wit to-dy's ? I want to tyke 'em. 

Mbb. L. No, me dear. Drat this last one — me old 
foigers! 
L. AiDA. I leamt some poytry to-dy^-I did. 
Mbb. L. Wen, I never I 
L. AtDA. {Reciting with vndion] 

"IJttle lamb who myde thee? 
Dost thou know who myde theSi 
Gyve thee life and byde thee feed 
By the stream and o'er the mead; 
Gyve thee clothing of delight. 
Softest clothing, woolly, bright; 
Gyve thee such a tender voice, 
Myking aXl the vyles r^ice. 
Littk lamb who myde thee? 
Dost thou know who myde theeP" 
Mbb. L. Tea wonderful what things they tache yu 
nowadays. 

L. AiDA. When I grow up Vm goin' to 'ave a revol- 
ver an' shoot the pet^le that steals my jools. 

Mbs. L. Deary-me, wherever du yu get yure no- 
tions? 

Ii. Anu. An' I'm goin' to ride on an 'orse be'ind a 
man; an' I'm goin* to ryce trynes in my motor car. 
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Bfss. L. [Drjfy] Ah! Yu'um gwine to be very bu^. 
that's sartin. Can you sev F 

L. AiDA. [WUh a nnUe] Nao. 

Mbs. L. Don' they tache yu tliat, there 7 

L. AiDA. [Blatdinf contempt and a Uageritm curi- 
ontg] Nao. 

WsR. L. Tea wond^ful gented. 

L. AniA. I can sing, though. 

Mbb. L. Let's 'ear yu. then. 

L. AiOA. [Shaking her headl I can ply the pianner. 
I can ply a tune. 

Mbs. L. WhoM piannerP 

L. AiDA. Mrs. Brahn's when she's gone abt. 

Mbs. L. W^, yu are gettia' edjucation ! Du they 
tache yu to love yure neighbouts? 

L. AiDA. [In^ably] Nao. [Straymg to the mndmo] 
Mrs. Lemmy> what's the moon P 

Mbs. L. The mune ? Us yused to zay 'twas made 
o' cnune cheese. 

L. AiDA. I can see it. 

Mbb. L. Ah ! Don' yu never go wishin' for it. me 
dear. 

L. AiDA. I daon't. 

Mbs. L. Folks as wish for the mime new du no 
gude. 

L. AmA. \Craniiif out, hrHliani\ I'm goin' dahn in 
the street. Ill come back for yer trahsers. 

Mbs. L. Well, go yu. then, an' get a breath o' fresh 
ur m yuK chakes. I'D sune 'a feneshed. 
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li. Anu. [Solemnly] I'm gom' to be a dancer, I am. 
She nithes suddenly to the door, pulU it open, 
and it gone. 
Mbs. L. [Looking after her, and talking to herself] 
Ah! 'Er've a-got all 'er troubles brfore 'er! "Little 
Iamb, u made 'ee?" [CacHing] Tea a funny world, tu ! 
[She nnga to herielf. 
"There is a green 'ill far away 
Without a city waD, 
Where our dew Lord waa crucified, 
'U died to save us all." 
The door it opened, and Lemut aymea in ; a 
lUde man vrUk a Hvbtde of dark mattataehe 
and tpiky dark hair; large, peculiar eyes 
he has, and a look of laying hit ears back, 
a look of doidtting, of pervert^ vnih laughter 
up the tleeoe, that grows on those uAo haoe 
to do vyiih gat and water. He shxUt the door. 
Mkb. L. Well, Bob, I 'aven't a-seen yu this tu 
weeks. 

Lbmmt eomes up to kit motAer, and tOt doum 

on a atool, sets a tooLbag between his knees, 

and tpeakt in a cockney voice. 

Lbuut. Well, old lydy o* leisure! Wot would y' 

*ave for supper, if yer could choose — sahnon wivaht 

the tin, an' tipsy cyke? 

Mrs. L. [Shaking her head and smiling blandly] 
That's showy. Toad in the 'ole I'd 'ave — and a glass 
o' port wine. 
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d'jv t^^ T\K goL TV? 

L^HT. prU Ah fH^M- SMitrl Tn. or I MMMit 
*a«e affanied ;;« this. [0r kte mi m taatrj Not 'wt! 
Thnl pnt Ok blood mlo ;«t. IV»k wi w oiKy id 
tbe cdbn of tiK giTte. tfe'B AU tite I77«l lidKlt(^ 

Hbb. L. All! She ««s « praapo' Slide qtma. I 
gee 'cr once, irtoi 'ct ms bem' buried. 

IsofT. ^ahiea— I got DoUun* to «r MSnnst 'mt 
in this counbry. But tbe ^t/te *wa got to *4iiT it» 
^pes seal to. Hw *ale show's goin' up p<^ Yw'l) 
w]4» np one o* these dyes, old lydy, and find yvoM 
oa the roof, wiv nu£Sn* between yer an' the gnthnd. 

lbs. L. I can't tdl what yu'm tal^' about, 

LuafT. We're giMu' to 'ave a triumpherat in thb 
country— LibeTty. Equality, Fraternity; an' if yer artk 
me, they won't be in power ax. months before they've 
cut eadi other's thioata. But I don't care — I want 
to see the blood flow I [IHrpamimaldy] I don' care 
'oose blood it is. I want to see it flow I 

Mrs. L. ^nd\dgendy\ Yu'm a funny bco', that's 

LiaafT. {Caning at the cork mih a kn^e] Thb 'ere 
cork is like Sasiety — rotten; it's old— old an' moulderin'. 
[He holda up a bU (^ cork on th4 pmnt t^ tht kn^t] 
Cnunblin' under the wax, it is. In goes the icrew an' 
out cornea the cork. [With undion] — an' the blood 
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flowa. [Tipping the bottle, he let$ a drop fail into the 
middle cf hia hand, and liela d up. Goiinf wUh queer 
and doubling commieeraHon at kit molher] Well, dd 
dear, wot shall wc 'ave it aht of — the gold loving-cup, 
oi^-^hat? 'Ave yer aupper ftiat, though, or it'U go 
to yer 'ead ! [^0 goes to the eujiioard and taJcet oat a 
di»k in tokieh a Utde bread u topped tn a litde mUk] 
Cold pap ! 'Ow can yer ? 'Yn't yer got a kipper in 
the 'oiue? 

Mrs. L. [Admiring the bottle] Fort wine t Tis a 
brave treat t I'll 'ave It out of the "Presoit from 
Margitt," Bob. I tuk 'ee then- by excutaion when yu 
was six months. Yu 'od a shrimp an* it choked yu 
praaperly. Yu waa always a squeamy little feller. I 
can't never think 'ow yu managed in the war-time, 
makio' they ahella. 

IjEMHT, who hat brought to the taile too mugi 

and bloum the dual out qf them, JiOt them 

vii& port, and hands one to hie mother, who 

ia eating her bread and mUk. 

JjEUKT. Ah! Nothin' worried me, 'cept the want 

o' soap. 

Msa. L. [CaeHing genUp] So it du still, then [ 
Luke at yure face. Yu never was a clean boy, like 
Jim. 

She putt out a thin finger and touchet hit 
cheek, K^iereon it a black tmudge. 
Lbuht. ISarubbing hit cheek loiih hit aleeee] All 
right ! Y'aee, I oome stryte 'ere, to get rid o' this. 

[Sedrinkt. 
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IAbs. L. [Eating her bread and mUk\ 'Tes a pity yu'm 
not got a wife to see't j^ waah yureself . 

LzuuT [Gogglitigl Wife! Not me — I daon't want 
ter myke no food for pahder. Wot oh! — they said, 
time o' the war — ^ye're fightin' for yer children'a 
'eritage. Well, wot's the 'eritage like, now we've got 
it? Empty as a shell before yer put the 'igh explosive 
m. Wot's it like? [Warming to hU i}Knu\ Uke a 
prophecy in the pypers — ^not a bit more substantial. 

MttB. L. [Slighily hypnotised] How 'e du talk ! The 
gas goes to yure 'ead, I think ! 

Leuuy'. I did the gas to-dy in the cellarg of an 
'ouse where the wine was mountains 'igh. A regiment 
couldn't 'a drunk it Marble pillars in the 'all, butler 
broad as an observytion [>alIoon, an' four consdeutioua 
khaki footmen. When the guns was roam' the talk 
was all for no more o' them glorious weeds — style an' 
luxury was orf. See wot it is naow. You've got a 
bare crust in the cupboard 'ere, I works from 'and to 
mouth m a glutted market — an' there they stand abaht 
agyne in their britches in the 'ouses o' the gryte. I 
was reglar overcome by it I left a thing in that cel- 
lar — I left a thing. . . . Itll be a bit ork'ard for me 
to-morrv. [Drinka from kii mug. 

Mbb. L. [Placidly, feeling Qie viarmik cj the liitte the 
hat drunk] What thing? 

LsaasY. Wot thing? Old lydy, ye're like a winkle 
afore yer opens 'er — I never see anything so peaceful. 
"Ow d'yer manage it? 

Mbs. L. Settin' 'ere and thenkin'. 
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](.EiaiT. Wot abaht? 

Mbs. L. We-el — Money, an' the works o' God. 
Leuht. Ah ! So yer give tm a thought sometimea. 
Mrs. L. [Lifting her mug] Yu ought never to ha' 
spent yure money on thia. Bob ! 
Lbhut. I thought that meseU. 
Mh8. L. Last time I 'ad a glass o' port wine vss 
the day jnire brother Jim went to Ameriky. {Smacking 
her lipa] For a teetotal drink, it du warm 'ee ! 

Lemmt. [Raiding kii m.iig\ Well, 'ere's to the British 
revolution ! 'Ere's to the conflygrytion in the sky ! 

tSsiR. L. \ComfoTteMy\ So as to k^>e Up therr, 
'twon't du no 'arm. 

LxuuT goes to Ike mndmo and unhooks hU 
fiddle ; he Hands with U halfieay to his 
shoulder. Suddenly he opens the window 
and leans out. A confused murmur of 
mices is heard, and a snatch of the MarseO- 
latse, sung by a girl. Then, the shuffling 
tramp qffeet, and figures are passing in the 
street. 
Leuht. ITuming—excttedl Wot'd I tell yer, old 
lydy? There it is — there it ia! 
Msa. L. [Placidly] What is? 
Lehut. The revolution. [Be cranes out] They've 
got it on a barrer. Cheerio ! 
Voice. [Answenng] Cheerio! 
Lbhut. [Leaning out] I gy— you 'yn't tykin' the 
body, are yer? 
Voice. Nao. 
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Leuut. Did she die o' starvytioti — O.K. ? 

Voice. She bloomin' well did; I know 'er brother. 

LsaatY. Ah I That'll do us a bit o' good ! 

VoiCB. Cheerio! 

Leuut. So long ! 

VoicB. So long ! 

The girVt Knee ii heard again in the dirionoe 
ainffing the ManeiUaiee. The door is fiwtg 
open and Limj! Aida comet running in 

Leuut. 'Alio, little Aida I 

L. Aida. 'Alio, I been foUerin' the corfin. It's bet- 
ter thaii an 'one dahn ! 

Mbs. L. What coffin? 

L. Aida. Why, 'or's wot died o' storrytion up the 
street. They're gom' to tyke it to 'Yde Fawk, and 
'oiler. 

Mb8. L. Well, never yu mind wot they'm goin' to 
du. Yu wait an' take my trousers like a gude geQ. 

She putt her mug atide and taiet up her un- 
fini^ied pair cf trouters. But the wine hat 
entered her fingert, and strength to puth the 
needle through is laelnrtg. 

Lbhut. [Tuning his fiddle] Wotll yer 'ave. little 
AidaP "Dead March in Saul" or "When the fields 
was white wiv dysies"? 

L. An>A. IWith a hop and a brUliant tmiie] Aob 
yus ! "When the fields" 

Mb8. L. [With a getture cf detpair] Deary me ! I 
'aren't a-got the strength t 
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Leuit. Leave 'em alone, old dear! No one'll be 
goin' aht wivaht trahsera to-night 'cos yer leaves that 
one undtHie. Little Aida, fold 'em up ! 

LiTTLB Aida TnethodicaUy folda Vie five finished 
■pairt qf tronueri into a pile. Lxmuy begins 
playing, A rmUe comes an the face c^ Mbs. 
Jjesort, who it rubbing herfittgeri. LiTTiiB 
Aida, trmuen over arm, goes and atarea at 
Leumt jiaying, 
LiaafT. [SUypping\ Little Aida, one o' vese dyes 
jrerll myke an actress. I can see it in yer fyce I 

[LriTLB Aida looks at him wide-eptd, 

Mrs. L. Don't 'ee putt things into 'er 'ead. Bob 1 

Lehut. 'Tyn't 'er 'ead, old lydy — it's lower. She 

wants feedin' — feed 'er an' she'll rise. [He itrikea into 

tke "Madtieki"] Look at 'er naow. I tell yer there's 

a fortune in 'er. 

[LiTTLii Aida hat jnd out her tongue. 
Msa. L. I'd suner there was a gude 'eart in 'er than 
any fortune. 

L. Aida. {Hugging her pHe of trouMrt] It's thirteoi 
pence three farthin's I've got to bring yer. an' a penny 
aht for me, mykes twdve three farthin's. [With the 
aonu litlk hop and suddea tmile] Tm goin' to ride back 
on a bus. I am. 

Lemht. Well, you myke the most of it up there; 
it's the nearest youll ever git to 'eaven. 

Mbs. L. Don' ya discourage 'er. Bob; sbe'm a 
gude Uttle thing, au't yu, dear? 
L. Aida. [Simply] Yus. 
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Lqcht. Not *«rf. Wot c'ber do wiv yesteidy's 
penny? 
L. AiDA. Movies. 
LiaaiT. Ad' the d; bclore? 
L. AiDA. Movies. 

Leuut. Wot'd I tdl jet, old lydy — she's got vicious 
tystea. she'll finish in the tbei^ter yet. T^Ice my lip, 
little Aida; you put every poiny into yer foundytions, 
yerll get on the boards quicker that wy. 
li^B. L. DcKt' yu pay no 'eed to Lis talk. 
L. AjDA. I daon't. 

Leuht. WouldyerlikeasQiahto'inymug? 
L. AjDA. [BriUianH Yus. 

Mbs. L. Not at yure age, me dear, though it is 
teetotal. 

IdTTLli AlDA puts her head on one aide, like 
a dog trying to tmdentand. 
Leuut. Well, 'ave one o' my gimi-dropa. 

\H6lde out a paper. 
Lrmj: Anu, hriiiiant, takes a fiat, dark «u&- 
^neefrom. U, and pate it inker mouth. 
C\vt me a kiss, an' I'll give yer a pemiy. 

I^muB Aida thaket her head, and Uana out 
qf wndoiB. 
Muwer. she daon't know the valyer of money. 
Mbs. L. Never mind 'im, me dear. 
L. AmA. [Sticking the gum-drop — with diffictiUj/] 
There's a taxi-cab at the comer. 

JjTtLB AoA Tuna to the door, Ajigxtr»ttanda 
in the doorway; the iktd* round him and 
out. Thx Fsebb comee in. 
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Lgaair. HhJnotaly] Wot— oh I 

Fee&b. Mr. Lenuny? 

Lbumt. The ayme. 

Fbcbb. I'm from the Freu. 

liEaocr. Blimy. 

Pbebb. They told me at yotir place you were very 
likely here. 

Leuut. Yu9— I left Downm' Street a bit eariy 
to-dy ! {He tieaTtga the fiddle-atringt pompou^, 

Fbebs. [Tahirig out hit Ttote-book and toriting] "Fid- 
dles while Rome is burning !" Mr. Lemmy, it's my 
business at this veiy critical time to £nd out what tha 
nation's thlnkiiig. Now, as a representative working 

Xjemut. That's me. 

Fbbbs. You can help me. What are your views 7 

LnoiT. [Pufiinjr down fiddle] Voos? Sit dahn! 

Tee Pbs9b tita on. the ttool which Lbuht hat 
vaeaUd. 
lite Rgs i " m y Mawer. Seventy-seven. She's a 
wtnder; 'yn't yer, (M dear? 

Pbish. Very happy to make your acquaintance. 
Ma'am, [ffs lorifes] "Mrs. Lemmy, one of the veterans 

of industry " By the way, I've just passed a lot 

of people following a cofBn. 

LzHMT. Centre o' the cyclone — cyse o* starvytion; 
you 'ad 'er in the pyper this momin'. 

Pbess. Ah, yes ! Tngic occurrence. [Looking at the 
troaaen] Hub of the Sweated Industries just here. I 
eqiedally want to get at the heart 
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Mrs. L. Tvasn't the 'eart, 'twu the stomach. 

Press. \WTUing] "Mis. Letmny goea straight to 
the point." 

LtoDiT. Mister, is it my voos or Muwer's yer want? 

Fbebs. Both. 

Leumy. 'Cob if yer get Muwer's, yer won't 'are 
time for mine. I tell yer stryte [Cot^idgniially] she's 
got a ghiwss o' port wine in 'er. Naow, mind yer, I'm 
not anxious to be intervooed. On the other 'and, 

anyfink I might 'ave to sy of valyer There is a 

dawss o' politician that 'as au£Bn to sy Aoh ! an' 

daon't 'e sy it just! I dmiuo wot pyper yer repre- 

Fbess. [Smiling] Well, Mr. Lemmy, it has the big- 
gest influ 

LxififT. They all 'as that; dylies, weeklies, evenin's, 
Sundyes; but it's of no consequence — ^my voos are open 
and above-board. Xaow, wot shall we begin ababt? 

Fbess. Yourself, if you please. And Fd like you 
to know at once that my paper wants the human note, 
the real heart-beat of things. 

LsuuT. I see; sensytion ! Well, 'ei« am I — a fust, 
clawss plumber's assistant — in a job to-dy au' out to- 
morrer. There's a 'eart-beat in that, I tell yer. 'Oo 
knows wot the morrer 'as for me ! 

Press. [Writing] "The great human issue — Mr. 
Lemmy touches it at once." 

IxtaiY. I sy — ^keep my nyme aht o' this; I don' go 
in fer self-advertisement 
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Press. [WritiTig] "True working-man — modest as 

Leuht. I daon't want to emborrasB the Gover'- 
ment. They're so ticklish ever sioce they got the 
'abit, nrar-time, o' mindin' wot people said. 

PRXsa. Bight-o! 

LsaafT. For instance, suppose thei«'s goiu' to be a 

revolution [Thb Fkess writes wUk energy. 

'Ow does it touch me? Like this: I my go up — I 
cawn't come dahn; no more can Muvver- 

Mbs. L. [Srirpriaingly] Us ail goes down into the 
grave. 

Pbkbs. "Mrs. I«mmy interjects the deeper note." 

Lbmut. Naow, the pryte — ^they can come dahn, but 
they cawn't go up ! See ! Put two an' two together, 
an' that's 'ov it touches me. [He uUeri a throaty laugh] 
'Ave yer got that? 

Press. IQutzxicaU Not go up? What about bombs, 
Mr. Lemmy? 

Leuhy. [Dubious] Wot abaht 'em? I s'pose ye're 
on the comic pypers ? 'Ave yer noticed wot a weak- 
ness they 'ave for the 'orrible? 

Frbss. [Writing] "A grim humour peeped out here 
and there through the earnestness of his talk." 

[Be tketchM Leuht's profile. 

Lejoit. We 'ad an explosion in my factory time o' 
the war, that would just ha' done for you comics. 
\He meHiatea] Lord t They vxa after it too, — they 
an' the Sundyes; but the Censor did 'em. Strike me. 
I could tell yer things ! 
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hit's vkit I wMt, Ifr. 



Lun. UThh^ It'safaH3'«atU,>atit? Y>« 

I ^d be wyk dnc. Th»t m»'t beta? n« uo- 

Prob. Ut>(kr Aw^ Yob vac goas lo kl me 

I«MHT. Tus.u'Oer'abedKtnMCliMt. 

JhsBB. I hope ao; wc don't 

I^fXT. Wot oh! 

FkBR. MUde«iK/MM4W««hra}i9trytovci3y 

IsMMT. Y«r leave it at tiTin*. dwm't yer? Never, 
mind, ye're a grfte iostitootioD. Blmiy, jcr do luiTe 
}(Aa WIT it, ^MDiiiii' lahnd on yer own ^^ea, drajin' 
to-dr wot ye're goin' to ivint to-moner. Ah. veUl 
Ye're like all of as bdow the line o' comfort — live 
JymjMo ualy — everjr dy yer last. Hiat's wy Tm inter- 
ested in the future. 

Pbbhb. Wdl now— the future. [WrOmg] "Heproph- 

Lehht. It'flsyfex, 'yn'tit? [Hemnkt] Nooneaeva 
loc^ bade on pr(q>hecics. I rememben an editor — 
qning o' 1915 — s^kin' his reputytion the var'd be 
over in the follerin' October- Increased 'is ciiculytion 
abobt 'arf a million by it. 1917 — on' var still on — 'ad 
'is readers gone back on 'im? Naol They was in- 
oeasin' like rabbits. Prophesy wot people want to 
bdieve, an' ye're syfe. Naow, III styke my reputytion 
on sometbin', you tyke it dahn word for word. This 
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country's goin' ta the dawga Naow, 'era's the 

sensytioa — unless we gebi a new religion. 

Fb£s8. Ah ! Now for it— yes ? 

LsuuT. In one word: "Kindness." Daon't mistyke 
me, nao sickly sentiment and nao patronizin'. Me as 
]dnd to the millionaire as 'im to me. [Fiils his mug and 
drinkt.] 

Fbxbb. [Struck] That's queer! Kindness! [Wriiitm] 
"Extremes meet. Bombed and bomber breathing the 
same muuc." 

Lmocr. But 'ere's the interestin' pynt Can it be 
done wivaht blood ? 

Pbebs. [Writmg] "He doubts." 

laUMT. No daht wotever. It cawn't ! Blood — 
and — ^kindness! Spill the blood o' them that aren't 
Idnd — an' there ye are ! 

PBSas. But pardon me, bow are you to tell? 

Lrancr. Blimy, they leaps to the heye ! 

Fhebb. [Laffinf down kii riote-bixik] I say, let me talk 
to you as man to man for a moment. 

Lekut. Orl right. Give it a rest ! 

Fhebb. Your sentiments are familiar to me. I've 
got a friend on the Press who's very keen on Christ 
and kindness; and wants to strangle the last king with 
the — hamstrings of the last priesL 

Leumt. [GreaUy iniiiffuedi Not 'arf! Does 'e? 

Prebs. Yes. But have you thought it out? 
he hasn't. 

LsiofT. The difficulty is — where to stop. 

PknB. Where to begin. 
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haotr. IawhI! I could b^n abnoat ftnywhae. 
Why, every numth abaht, there's a cove turns me abt 
of s job 'cos I daoa't do just wot 'e liWs. They'd 'ave 
to go. I tell yer sfaryte — the Tonple wants deanin' up. 

FlEtEBa. Yc-ea. If I wrote what I thought, I should 
get the sack as qnidc as you. D'yon say that justifies 
me in sheddmg theUood ot my bosses? 

LEiofT. The yaBer Press 'as got no blood — 'as it? 
You shed their 3e an' vinegar — that's wot you've got 
to do. Stryte— do yer believe in the noble mlsaicm o' 
the Press? 

Frbbk. [ETngmalut^] K&. Lenuny, Tat a Ft«ss- 

Lehict. [Gogglinif] I see. Not much! [Gmtlj/ jog- 
ffing hit mother'a dboui] Wyke up, old lydy ! 

FortSja&.l^aaa.whohoMheeitnppmgplacidlii 
at her port, it noddioff. The evening hu 
drmm in. Lemkt itrikea a mateA on hie 
Iroutert and linhU a candle- 
Blood an' kindness — that's what's wanted — 'specially 
blood! The 'istory o' me as' my familyll show yer 
that Tyie my hruwer Fitd — cru^ied by burycrats. 
Tyke Muwer 'eiaelf. Talk o' the wiongs o' the peo- 
ple ! I tell yer the foundytioaa is rotten. [He emptiu 
the botUe into hit vwther't natg] Daon't mind the mud 
at the bottom, old lydy — it's all strengthenm' 1 You 
tell the Press, Muwer. She can talk abaht the pawst 
Prebb. [Taking up At* note-book, and becamttg again 
kia jirqfeeiional Mff] Yes, Mrs. Lemmy? "Age and 
Youth— Past and Present " 
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Mrs. L. Were yu talkin' about Fred 7 [The port ka» 
warmed her veiiu, the colour in her eyea and cheeks hoe 
deepenedl My son Fred was abn^s B gude boj' — never 
did nothm' before 'e m&rried. I can see Fred [Sha 
bende forward a lUtle in her chair, tooking etraight b^ore 
her] comin' in wi' a pheasant 'e'd found — terrible 'e 
was at findin' pheasants. When father died, an' ju 
was conun', Bob, Fred 'e said to nte: "Don't yu aeva 
ay. Mother, 111 look after 'ee." An' so 'e did, till 'e 
married that day six months an' tuke to the drink in 
■orrer. 'E wasn't never the same boy again — not 

Fred. An' now 'e's in That. I can see poor Fred 

8ke dowly wipes a tear otdcif the comer cf an 
eye with 1A« back of her finger. 

FBbbs. [Ptmledl In— That? 

Loner. [Solto eooe] Come orf it! lUson! "S wot 
she calls it. 

Mas. L. ICkeerfvH They say life's a vale o' sorrows. 
Wdl, so 'tes, bnt don' du to let yureself thenk so. 

Fbeu. And so you cune to London, Mrs. Lemmy ? 

Mbs. L. Same year as father died. With the four 
o' tbtoi— Ihat's my aaa Fred, an' my son Jim, an' my 
son Tom, an' Alice. Bob theiet 'e was bom in Londtm 
— an' a praaper time I 'ad of et. 

Psiaa. [Writinfil "Her heroic straggles with pov- 
erty " 

Mas. L. Worked in a laundry, I ded, at fifteen 
sbellin'a a week, an' brought 'em aU up on et till Alica 
'ad the gallopin' consumption. I can see poor Ali>.c 
wi' the little red spots in 'er cheeks— an' I not knowin' 
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wot to dn wT ber — bat I mhmys kept np Ibev buiyin' 
noM?. i^msmb is via? dew; Ut. Leaun; waa nx 

p ppaa "Higti price of Mr. Lemin;." 

Mas. L. Fvv »-gDt the mone; for wbm my tame 
eome; nevo' tooch et, no matto' 'ow tluii«s we. Bet- 
ter s little goia' short here below, an' eater tbe king* 
dom at Wvm indepatdent. 

Pbkbb. [fPfdcNf] "Death before dishottoui — heroine 
oftherinms. Dickou— Betty Higden." 

lbs. L. NoiUr. HairLetmny. Fve aeen a-maay 
die, I 'ave; an' not cNie grievin'. I crften saya to meaelf : 
[WHk a l&Se taugh] "Me dear, when yu go, yu go 
'uppj- Don' yu never fret about that," I says. An* 
so I will; TU go 'appy. 

Ska ttayt quite tlill a monwnf, and behind ker 
IsMHT dram ons finger acmt hie face. 
ISmSwig] "Ture old fengeratl 'ave a Kst Hunk o* 
thfttl" I s^a. "Twifl be a brave change." I can 
•ee my>^ lytn' there an' duin' nothiu*. 

Again a pause, wAtfe Msa. Lemut teet hendf 
doing nothing, 

I^uifT. Tell abaht ^m, M lydy. 

Mbs. L. Mj son Jim 'ad a family o* sevm in six 
yean. "I don' know 'ow 'tes. Mother," 'e used to 
8»y to me; "they just dm to come!" That was Jim 
— nevCT knu from day to day what was comin*. 
"Tlierr's another of 'em dead," 'e used to say, '"tes 
funny, tu." "Well," I used to say to 'im; "no won- 
der, poor little things, livin' hi tb^ modd dwellin'i. 
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Therr's no air for 'em," I used to say. "Well," 'e uaed 
to say, " vhat can I du, Mothn P Can't a&wd to live 
in Park Lane." An' 'e tuke an' went to AtnerilQ'. 
[Her wmx for tlu firtt Hme is tndy A^vll An' never 
came bac^ line feller. So tliat's my four sons — 
One's dead, an' one's in — That, an' one's in Ameriky, 
an' Bob 'ere, poor boy, 'e always was a talker. 

Lehht, who hat re-wated himaelf m the win- 
dow and taken up hie fiddle, twangt the 
ttring: 

Pbbbb. And DOW a few words about your work, 
Mrs. Lemmy? 

Mhs. L. Well, I sews. 

Phms. IWriUng] "Sews." Yes? 

Mrs. L. [Holding up her latfinished pair rf irotaeri\ 
I putt in the button'olea, I stretches the flies, I lines 
the crutch, I putt on this bindiu', [iS^ hold* up the 
calico thai binds the top] I sews on the buttons, I pressea 
the seams — Tuppraice three farthin's the pair. 

Press. Twopence three farthings a pair! Worse 
than a jienny a line ! 

Msa L. In a gude day I gets thru four pairs, but 
they"™ gettin' plaguey 'ard for my old fengers. 

PnESB. [Writing] "A. monumental figure, on whose 
labour b built the mighty edifice of our industrialism." 

Leioit. I sy — that's good. Yer'll keep that, won't 
yer? 

Mbb. L. I finds me own cotton, tuppence three 
farthin's, and other expension is a penny three farthin's. 

Press. And are you an excep^n, Mrs. Lemmy? 
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Mrs. L. What's that? 

I^aoiT. Wot price the uvvers, old lydy? Is there 
a lot of yer sewin' yer fingers orf at tuppence 'ypenny 
thepw? 

Mas. L. I can't tell yu that. I never sees nothin' 
in 'ere. I pays a penny to that little gell to bring me 
a dozen pair an' fetch 'em back. Foot little thing, 
she'm 'ardly strong enough to cairy *em. Fed! 
They'm very 'eavy ! 

Pbess. On the conscience of Society ! 

Leuuy. I sy — ^put that dahn, won't yerP 

Fbesb. Have things changed much since the war. 
Mis. LemmyP 

Mrs. L. Cotton's a lot dearer. 

Prebs. AJI round, I mean. 

Mrs. L. Aw ! Yu don' never get no change, not in 
my profession. [She OKtUatea the troiaert] I've a-been 
in trousers fifteen year; ever since I got tu old for 
laundry. 

Fbess. [WriHnif] "For fifteen years sewn tiousers." 
What would a good week be, Mrs. Lemmy? 

Mbs- L. 'Tes a very gude week, five shellin's. 

LcuUT, [From (He toindow] Bloomin* miUionBiress. 
Muwer. She's lookin' forward to 'eaven, wha« vey 
don't wear no trahsers. 

Mbb. L. [Wiik apirit] 'Tidn' for me to zay whether 
th^ du. An' 'tea on'y when Fm a bit low-speirity- 
like as I wants to go their. What I am a-lukia' for- 
ward to, though, 'tea a day in the country. I've not 
a-had one since before the war. A kind lady brought 
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me in tliat bit of 'eather; 'tes wonderful sweet stuff 
when the 'oney 'b in et When I was a little gell I used 
to zet in the 'eathn gatherin' the whorts, an' me tittle 
mouth all black wi' eatin' them. 'Twas in the 'eather 
I used to zet, Sundays, courtin*. All flesh is grass — 
an' 'tesn't no bad thing — grass. 

Pbebb [Writing] "The old paganism of the country." 
What is your view (rf life, Mrs. Lenuny ? 

Lemky. [Sttddetdu] Wot is 'er voo of life? Shall I 
tell yer mine? Ufe's a disease — a blinkin' aak-^>ple! 
Daon't myke do misfyke. An' 'uman life's a yumour- 
ous disease; that's bH the difference. Why— wot else 
can it be P See the bloomin' promise an' the bl^hted 
performance — different as a 'eadlme to the nooa mside. 
But y« couldn't myke Muvver see vat — not if yer 
talked to 'er for a week. Muvver still believes in fings. 
She's a country gell; at a 'undred and fifty she'U be a 
country gell, won't yer, old lydy? 

Mbb. L. Well, 'tesn't never been 'ome to me in 
London. I lived in the country forty year — ^I did my 
lovin' there; I burried father therr. Therr bain't 
nothin' in life, yu know, but a bit o' lovin' — all said an' 
done; bit o' lovin', with the wind, an' the stars out. 

LxaocT. [In a loud ajx^gdie vAiaper] She 'yn't often 
like this. I told yer she'd got a glawss o' port in 'er. 

Mbs. L. 'Tea a brave pleasure, is lovin'. I likes to 
zee et in young folk. I likes to zee 'em kissin'; shows 
the 'eart in 'em. . 'Tes the 'eart makes the world go 
round; 'tesn't nothin' else, in my opinion. 

Press. [fViilmg] " — sings the swan song of the 
heart" 
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UJRS. L. [Overhearing] No, I n«iier yeard a swaa 
mng — never! But I tell 'ee what I 'ave 'eard; the 
gtJIs smgin' m th' orchard 'at^in* up the dothes to 
di7, an' the cuckoos caDin' back to 'em. [Smiling] 
l^iere's a-many songs m the country — the 'eart is free- 
tike in th' country ! 

LEaofT. [Salto voce] Gi' me the Strand at ar' past 

Fbxss. [JPnifewl "Town and country '* 

Mjaa. L. Tidn't like that in London; one day's jest 
like another. Not but what their's a 'eap o' kind- 
'eortedness 'ere. 

Lbumt. [GtooTnUy] Kind-'eartedness ! I daon't fink ! 
"Boys an' gells come out to play." 

[He plap» ths <M tune on hit ^4Me. 

Mss, L. [Sinftttj)] "Boys an' gells come out to play. 
The mune Is shinin' bright as day." [iSA« \aught] I 
used to sing like a lark when I was a gell. 

[Ltttle Aida erderi. 

L. Aida. There's 'undreds tollerin' the corfin. 'Yn't 
you goin', Mr. Lemmy — it's dahn your wy \ 

liEiiur. [DufrtotMly] Well yus — ^I s'pose they'll miaa 
me. 

If. Aida. Aoh ! I^ke me ! 

Prisb. What's this? 

LaaiHT. The revolution in 'Yde Fswk. 

Press. [SA-uat] In Hyde PwkP The very thing. 
Ill take you down. My taxi's waiting. 

L. Aida. Yus; it's breathin' "ard, at the comer. 
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Pbxsb. [Looking at &u watek] Ah ! and Bin. Lemmy. 
There's an Anti-Sweating Meetjng going on at a house 
in Park LAne^ We can get there in twenty minutes 
if we shove along. I want you to tell them about the 
trouser-making. You'll be a sensation ! 

LoMUT. [To i^nue^ Sensytiou! "E cawu't keep 
orf h! 

Mbb. L. Anti-Sweat. Poor fellers! I'adonecome 
to see me before the war, an' they'm stSl goin' on? 
Wonderful, an't it? 

FBEas. Come, Mrs. hesnmy; drive in a taxi, beauti- 
ful moonlit night; and they'll give you a splendid cup 
of tea. 

Mbs. L. lUnmosedi Ah! I cudn't never du with- 
out my tea. There's not an avenin' but I thinks to 
meself : Now, me dear, yu've a-got one more to tennish, 
an' thMi yu'll *«ve yure cup o* tea. Thank you for 
caDin', all the same. 

Lbuut. Better siccumb to the temptytion, old lydy; 
joyiide wiv the Vrtas; marble floors, pillaia o' gold; 
conscientious footmen; lovdy lydies; scuppers runnin' 
tea! An' the revolution goin' on across the wy. 
'Eaven's nuflSnk to F&wk Lyne. 

Prbbs. Come along, Mrs. Lemmy ! 

Mbs. L. [Seraplwxiny] Thank yu. Tm a-feelm' very 
comfortable. Tes wtrnderlul what a dn^ o' wine'U 
du for the stomach. 

PacsB. A taxi-ride ! 

Mas. L. [Placidli/] Ah! Iknow'em. 'Riey'mvery 
busy things. 
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'LtaatY. MuTver shuns notority. [SMo tooe to Ths . 
Pbebb] But you watch me ! I'll rouse 'er. 

Be takes up hit fiddle and tits on the vnndoie 
teat. Above the liiUe houtet on the oppotUe 
tide 0f the ttreet, the moon hat riten in the 
dark blue tky, to that the doud thaped like a 
beatt teemt leaping over it. Lxmmt piayt 
the fint nolet cf the MarteHiaite. A Hack 
cat on the mndou>-*iU oidtide looks in, AuncA- 
tnjT its back. LrrrLU Aida barks at htr. 
Mrs. Leuit ttmgglet to her feet, sweeping 
the empty dish and spoon to the fioor in the 
effort. 
The dish ran awy wiv the spoon ! That's right, old 
lydy ! [He stops playing. 

IfBS. L. [Smiling, and moving her hands] I like a 
bit o' music. It du that muve 'ee. 
I^tESB. BiavD, Mrs. Lemmy. Come on t 
LiacifT. Come on, dd dear! Well be in time tot 
the revc^ution yet. 
Mrs. L. 'Tes 'earin' the Old IJiidred ag^ I 
Leioit. [7*0 The Pbebb] She 'yn't been aht these 
two years. [To hit mother, who hat put up her hands to 
her head\ Nao, never mbd yer 'at. [To The PRBsa] 
She 'yn't got none ! [Aloud] No liVest-£^ lydy wears 
anyfink at all in the evenin' 1 
Mas. L. 'Ow'm I lukin', Bob? 
Leuht. Fust-cUwss; yer've got a colour fit to tooat 
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by. Well show 'em tct'vc got a lci<^ in yer. [He fakea 
her arm] IJttle Aida, ketch 'old o' the sensTtions. 

\^e mdtoates the trouure. 
Tea Press iakeg Mas. Lbuct's other arm. 
Mbs. L. lWi& an eaxiUd liMe laugh] Quite like a 
geUl 

And, smiling between her «m and The Pbxsb. 
she paesee out; LrrrUE Aida, toith a fling qf 
her heeU and a vmte of the Irousert, foUoioe. 
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An odagon anU-room t^ &e hail (d LoBO Wiluau 
Dbouondt's. a ikmiTig room lighted bg gold ean- 
ddabra, with gotd-curUUned pUlart, through which 
the ahirting kali and a tUtle qf the grand ttamBaj/ 
an naiUe. A tmoB table with a gold-coloured cloth 
occupiea Ae very centre c^ the room, which hat a 
poliahed forquet floor and high white viallt. Gold- 
coloured doora cm the left. OpfoaiU thete doort a 
mndou) vnth gold-coloured curiaiae looks otd on 
Park Lane. Lady Whjjam is etanding rettleealy 
helween &e double doors and the arch vihieh leads 
to the hall. S/jaa it ttationary by the double doors, 
from behind vihieh come toundt of apeoA and ap- 
plauee. 

PouioiiB. [Entering front the AoB) Wb Gnce the 
Duke of Exeter, my lady. 

HiB Grace enters. Be is old, and youthful, 
with a hifh colour and a short rough iMte 
beard. Last Wiluam adeancet to meet Aim. 
PauLDTR Honda by. 
Last W. Ob ! Father, you are late. 
Hm G. Awful crowd b tlic streets, Nd). They've 
got a coffin — couldn't get by. 
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Lu»Y W. Coffin P Whose? 

Hds G. The Govemment's I should think — no 
flowers, by request I say, have I got to speak? 

Ladt W. Oh I no, dear. 

His G. H'm! That's unlucky. Tve got it here. 
[He looks down hit ctiff\ Found something I said in 1914 
— just have done. 

Ladt W. Oh ! If you've got it— James, ask Lord 
William to come to me {or a moment. [Jajob taniahea 
through the door. To The Ddkx] Go in, Giand-dad; 
they'll be so awfully pleased to see you. Til tdl Bill. 

Hia G. Where's Anne ? 

Ladt W. In bed, of course. 

His G. I got her this — rather nice? 

He hat laienfram his breatt-jmckd one cf thoM 
street toy-men that jump head over heeb on 
your hand; he puts it thrsugk Us paeet. 

Ladt W. [Much interesfed\ Oh ! no, but how sweet ! 
Shell simply love it. 

FouLDBB. If I might suggest to Your Grace to take 
it in and operate it. It's sweated. Your Grace. They 
— a — make them in those places. 

HiB G. By Jove ! D'you know the price, Poulder? 

Pouu>ER. [Inierrogativdy] A penny, is it? Some- 
thing paltry. Your Grace ! 

HiB G. Where's that woman who knows everything; 
Mia^ MundayP 

Ladt W. Oh I She'll be in there, somewhere. 

His Gbacb moves on, and paaaea ihroufh the 
doori. The tcaind of applause is heard. 
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FauLn^ [Ditem^ Would jtm care to see the 
bomb, my Uy? 

LuiT W. Ot coone— &st quiet monMBL 

Pouu^B. m bring it np. aod have a ««tdi iMtt on 
h hoc my lady. 

LcwD WiLUAM coMM tknm§k At doHfefe iean, 
foOtmotd ig Jakes. Poulocb rdin». 

LcwD W. Can't TOO come, Ndl? 

L&Di W. (Hi ! Bin, yoar TtmA wants to ^leak. 

LoBO W. lie dence he does — that's bad. 

L&DT W. Yes, of coime, but you vaat let hhn; he's 
found acnnething he said m 1914. 

LoBD W. I knew it That's what they*U aay. 
Standmg stock still, while bcU's mi the jump around us. 

Ladt W. Never mind that; it'll please him; and 
he's got a lovely Utde sweated toy that tutus head over 
beela at one pomy. 

LoBD W. H'm ! Well, come on. 

Lu>T W. No. I must wut for stragglers. There's 
sure to be an editor in a huny. 

FouuiEB. [Amuntncing] Mis-ter Gold-rum ! 

L&DT W. [Salto eoee] And there he is 1 [She advatwe» 
to meet a tkin, ttraggliitg man in eye^fiaatu, who it vmH- 
ing abset^y] How good of you ! 

Mr, G. Thanks awfully. I just— er — and then Fm 
afraid I must — er — Things look vary — Thanks — 
Thanks so much. 

Be a^aggtet tkroagk the door*, and itendMed 
by James. 

Fduldbb. Miss Mun-day. 
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Lady W. Therel I thought ate was in She 

really is the moat unexpected woman I How do you 
do P How awfully sweet of you 1 

Mna M. [^n ddaijf female adu/o&oy] How do you 
do? There's a spiffing crowd. I believe things are 
really going Bolshy. How do you do. Lord William ? 
Have you got any of our petq^ to show? I told one 
or two, in caae — they do so simply love on outing. 

Jakes. There are three old chips in the lobby, my 
Lord. 

LoBD W. What? Oh! I say! firing them in at 
once. Why — ^they're the hub of the whole thing. 

Jamsb. [Going] Veiy good, my Lord. 

Ladt W. I am sorry. Fd no notion: uid they're 
such dears always. 

MiBS H. I must tell you what one of them said to 
me. Fd told him not to use such bad language to his 
wife. "Don't you worry. Ma t" he siud, "I expect you 
can do a bit of that yourself !" 

Ladt W. How awfully nice t It's to like them. 

Miss M. Yes. They're wonderful. 

LoBO W. I say, why do we always call them theyf 

Ladt W. [PuaaW] Wdl, why not? 

Lord W. They I 

Miss M. [Struck] Quite right. Lord VTilliam t QuUe 
right! Another species. They I I must remember 
that. Thq/ 1 {Sk« panet on. 

Ladt W. [About tofoUow] Well, I don't see; aren't 
they? 
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Lord W. Never mind, old girl; follow oo. T'A^y'S 
come in with me. 

Miss Mcvdat and Laot Wiuuu pox 
through the double doors. 
FouLDXB. [Announcing] Some sweated workere, my 
Lord. 

There enter a loll, thin, oldUh woman ; a ehort, 
thin, very lame man, her husband; and a 
tloutish middle-aged woman with a rolling 
eye and gait, all very poorly dresied, with 
Uned and heated faces. 
LoBD W. [Shaking hands] How d'you do! De- 
lighted to see you all. It's awfully good of you to 
have come. 

ZiAME M. Mr. and Mrs. Tomson. We 'ad some 
trouble to find it. You see, I've never been in these 
parts. We 'ad to come in the oven; and the bus-bloke 
put us dahn wrong. Are you the proprietor ? 

LoKD W. [ModeMp] Yes. I— er 

Laiu: M. You've got a nice plyce, I says to the 
missis, I says: '"E's got a nice plyce 'ere," I says; 
"there's room to turn rahnd." 

Lord W. Yes— shall we ? 

Laub M. An' Mrs. Annaway she says: "Shouldn't 
mind livin' 'ere meself," she says; "but it must cost 'im 
a tidy penny," she says. 

Lord W. It does — it does; much too tidy. Shall 

Mrs. Ash. [IbMing her eye] Tm veiy pleased to 
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'ave come. I've often said to 'em: "Any time you 
want me," I've swd, "I'd be pleaoed to come." 
Lord W. Not so pleased as we are to see you. 
iSaa. Ann. I'm sure you're very kind. 
Jaueb. [From the douUe doors, through vihich he has 
recewed a message] Wanted for your speech, my Lord. 
Lord W. Oh! God! Poulder, bring these ladies 
and gentleman in, and put them where everybody can 
— where they can see everybody, don't you know. 

[He goes out hurriedly through the double doori. 
L&iiB M. Is 'e a lord ? 
PocLDEB. He is. Follow me. 

He moves totoards the doors, the three workers 

foUow. 

i/taa. Ann. [Stopping before Jambb] You 'yn't one, 

I suppose? [Jaues stirs no muscle. 

FouLDER. Now please. [He opens the doors. The 

voice qf Lord William speaking is heardl Pass in. 

Thb Thbbb Workers pass in, Poduibb and 
JiitxafoBow them. The doors are not closed, 
and Sawtigh this aperture comes the tioiee qf 
Lord Williau, punctttated and supported 
hy decorous applause. 
Littlx Anne run* in, and listens at the win- 
dow to the cor^iaed and distant murmur* 
of a crowd. 
Toici OF Lord W. We propose to move for a fur- 
ther advance in the chain-making and — er — er — match- 
box industries. [Applause. 
LiTTLii Annx run* across to the door, to litlen. 
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(On ruing eoiee] I would conclude willi some general 
i^narks. Ladies and gentiemen. the great natural, 
but — er — artificial expansion which trade experienced 
tJie first years aftCT the war has — er — collapsed. These 
are hard timeo. We who are fortunate feel more than 
ever — ei^-responsible — [Fb gtammers, hiet the thread 
cf hit tkoughtt. — Ajfjiautey — er — re^onsible — \Tke 
thread «(tU ebidee him] — er 

L. Akhb. [PffiffnanUi/] Oh, Daddy ! 

Lord W. [Degperatdy] In fact — er — ^you know how 
— er — responsible we fed. 

L. Annx. Hooray! [Applaute. 

There float in through the vHndowe the hoarse 
and dittani lounde of the Marteiilqiee, a* 
tung by Lcmdon toicef. 

LoBD W. There is a feeling in the air — that I for 
one should say deliberately was — er — a feeling in the 
air-— er — a feeling in the air 

L. Anmi!. {Agoaizedl Oh, Daddy ! Stop ! 

[Jahxs entert, and doee* the datjr behind Aim. 

James. Look here I 'Ave I got to report you to 
Ujss Stokes? 

L. AxsK. No-o-o! 

Jauss. Well, I'm goin' to. 

L. Anne. Oh, James, be a friend to me ! Fve seen 
nothing yet. 

Jauzb. No; but you've eaten a good bit, on the 
stairs. What price that Peach Melba ? 

L. Asm. I can't go to bed till I've digested it — 
can I? There's such a lovely crowd in the atreetl 
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JiitEa. Lovely? Ho! 

L. Amnx. [Wheedling] Jamea. you couldn't tell Miss 
Stokes ! It isn't in you, is it ? 
Jamxs. [Grinning] That's right. 
L. Anne. So — I'll juat get under hoe. [She gett 
under the ttMe] DoIshowP 
Jaufb. [Sloapittf] Not 'arf ! 

[PouuiEB eniertfrvm the hail. 
FoDLDEK. Wliat are you doin' there? 
Jambs. [Betioeen him and tJie table — raiaing Hrai^ 
Thinkb'. 

PonLDEB punet Ma mouth to repreat his fed' 
ing». 
PoCLDCR. My orders are to fetch the bomb up here 
for Lady William to inspect. Take care no more 
writers stray in. 
JiioB. How shall I know 'em? 
Pouu>EB. Well — either very hald or very hury. 
Javeb. Right^o ! [Se goes. 

PoDiiDXB, mth hie back to the table, baaiea 
hittadf with the set qf hit collar. 
PoDiiDXB. [Addreimng an imaginary audienea — in a 
loto but important wnce] The — ah — situation is seerious. 

It ia up to us of the — ah — leisured classes 

The face of LrtTha Anne it poked out close to 
hit legt, and tHU upwards in wonder towardt 
the bow of his waiOcoat. 
to — ah — keep the people down. The olla polloi are 



MiBB SroKxa appeart from the hall, beiteeea 

the pillars. 
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cBB mK, Warn— to keep tntt ct Mm Ahk a fart»> 
B«tel]r BO part «< Mj dootia. 

H^ & ^ naBj n nra^rtr. 

Fooum. SIk k. If dw ns bb». Fd ^mk W. 
Tie nnlnf /■» (^ Lims Amoi bcMM* ■«»• 
hU a/am elote to kit bf». 

IfM Sl Not ■ nice word. 

FocLD^ No; bat a pkasuit Iwctloa. MSsAiuw's 
tbe Emit. Li btct. Lord Mid I«dy Williua ue mudi 
loo kind-'earted all imnd. Take tbese sweated votk- 
en; that dan o* pec^ are cgiute 'ofnita^ Treatin' 
tbtm as yoDT equals, shakin' 'ands whh 'on. givin' 'em 
tea — it mdy pub 'on oaL Leave it to tbe Chuich. 
I say. 

libas S. lite Church is too busy, Pouldo-. 

PonuiXB. Ah! Tliat "Purify on' Future o* the 
Bace Campaign." HI tdl you what I think*s the dan- 
ger o' that, Was. So much puiity that thne won't 
be a future race. {Expanding] Purity of 'eart'a an ex- 
cdlott thing, no doubt, but th^e's a want of nature 
about it. Same with this Anti-Sweating. Unless 
you're anxious to come down, you must not put the 
lower daaaes up. 

Miss S. I don't agree with you at all, PouMer. 

Pouu>RiK. Ah! You want it both ways. Miss. I 
should imagine you're a Liberal. 
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BfiBS S. [BoTTified\ Oh, no I I cert&inljr am not. 
PoDLDXR. Well, I judged from your takin' cocoa. 
Funny thing that, about cocoa — how it stiU runs 
through the Liberal Party ! It's virtuous, I suppose. 
Wine, beer, tea, coSee — all of 'em vices. But cocoa — 
you might drink a gallon a day and annoy no one but 
yourself ! There's a lot o' deep things in life. Miss ! 
MiBB S. Quite 80. But I must find Anne. 

[Shereeedea. 
PouumB. [Svaedy] W^, I wish you every success; 
and I hope youl] spank her. This modem education 
— there's no fruitJness in it. 

Ii. Amne. [From TtndeT ike liiUe] Poulder, are you 
virtuous? 
PouUJZK. [Jumping] Good Ged ! 
L. Aknb. D'you mind my asking? I promised 
James I would. 

PoVLDKB. Miss Anne, come out ! 

{The four footmen appear in the hall, Htmbv 

earryiag the wine cooler. 

Jiiaa. Form fours — by your right — quick march! 

[They enter, mareking down right of taMe. 

Bight incline — ^Mark time ! Left turn ! 'Alt ! 'Enry, 

set the bomb ! Stand easy ! 

Hbnbt placet the wine cooler on the table and 

caters it wOh a Uue embroidered Ckineie mat, 

whidt hat occupied the centre tftke tabledoth. 

PoTHiDSR. Ah ! You mil 'ave your game ! Thomas, 

take the door there! James, tlie 'oUI Admit titles 
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ta' bishops. No Itteiar; <» Labour people. Chtfles 
and 'Eory, 'op it and 'tuig about ! 

Chablbs and Hbkbt go out, Ae other too 

mcne to their etatione. 
Foru>BB Honda by the table looking of Ms 
covered bomb. The hoaree and dukint aounde 
(f the MarteHiaite float in again from Park 
Lane- 
[Mated bg eome deep feding] And this house on 'orspi- 
tsl in the war ! I ask you— what was the good of aO 
our sacrifices for the country ? No town 'ouse for four 
seasons — rustygettin' in the ahirea, not a soul but two 
boys under me. Lord William at the front, I^dy Wil- 
liam at the back. And all for this I [He jminta tadly 
at the cooler] It comes of meddlln' on the Continent. 
I had my progno8ticati(Mis at the time. [ToJAXsa] You 
remember my sayin' to you just before you joined up: 
"Mail my words — ^we shall see taght per cent tor our 
money before this is over I" 

Jaues. [SepukhaUy] I see the eight per cent., but 
not the money. 
PouLDER. Hark at that ! 

The smtndt <jf the Marseillaiae grow louder. 
He thdkea hie head. 
rd read the Riot Act Th^rll be lootin' this house 
next! 

Jamxs. Well put up a G^t orer your body: "Bar- 
tholomew Fouldra, faithful unto death!" Have you 
insured your life? 
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PouLDBB. Against a revolutton ? 

James. Act o' God ! Whynot? 

PouLDXR. It's not an act o' God. 

Jaues. It is; and I sympathise with it. 

FoTTLDER. You — vhat? 

James. I do — only — hands oS the eav'nor. 

FoDuiEB. Oh ! Beelly ! Well, that's something. 
I'm glad to see you stand behind kirn, at all events. 

James. I stand in front of 'im when the scrap begins ! 

PouLDXR. Do you insinuate that mg heart's not in 
the right place? 

Jahbb. Well, look at itt It's been creepin' down 
ever since I knew you. Talk of your sacrifices in the 
war — they put you on your honour, and you got stout 
on it. Rations — not 'arf ! 

Pouider. [StariTig at Aim) For independence, I've 
never seen your equal, James. You might be an Aus~ 
ttalian I 

Jaubb. [Suaedy] Keep a civil tongue, or I'll throw 
you to the crowd I [J7s comes forvmrd to the taMe] Shall 
I tell you why I favour the gov'nor ? Because, with aU 
his ptHup, he's a gentleman, as much as I am. Never 
Bsks you to do what he wouldn't do himself. What's 
more, be never comes it over you. If you get drunk, 
or — well, you understand me, Poulder — he'll just say: 
"Yes, yes;Iknow, James!" till he makes you feel he's 
done it himself. [Sinlnnff hit voice Tn^sterioutty] I've 
had experience with him, in the war and out. Whyl 
he didn't even hate the Huns, not as he ought. 1 1^ 
you he's no Christian. 
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PouLDXB. Well, for iirev^euce ! 

Jauxs. [ObiHntOdy] And he'll never be. He's got 
too soft a heart 

L. Amne. IBeneatk fA« table — skriUy] Hurnih ! 

FoiTLDXB. [Jumping] Gome out. Miss Anne ! 

James. Let *er alone I 

PodIjDER. In there, under the bomb? 

James. [Coitiempiuoualy] Silly ass! You should fa£e 
*em lying down ! 

PoTJLDER. Look here, James!. I can't go on in this 
revolutionary spirit; eith^ you or I resign. 

James. Crisis in the Cabinet! 

PoTJLDER. 1 give you your march in' orders. 

James. [Ine^Mj/] What's that you give me? 

PoouiEB. Thomas, remove James! 

[Tbohab grim. 

L. Asms. [Who, mtk open moatit, kaa crept out to 
Met tkefui^ Oh ! Do remove James, Thomas ! 

PoDLDER. Go on, Thomas ! 

Thomas takes one Hep towards James, who layi 
a kaitd an the Chineee mat covering the bomh. 

James. [Grimly] If I lose control of mesdf 

L. Anne. [Clappinn her handt] C& I James ! Do lose 
control! Then I shall see it go off ! 

Jaues. [7*0 FouiJ>Es] Well, HI merely empty the 
pul over you t 

PoTTLDBB. This i« Dot becomin' ! 

[He vxUks out into the hall. 
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Jaueb. Another strat^c victmyl Wh&t b Boche 
he'd have made. Aa you were. Tommy ! 

Thouas retwru to the door. The sound qf 
prolonged applauK eomea from unfAm. 
That's a bishop. 
L. Annb. Why? 

Jaue». By the way he's drawin'. It's the fine 
fightin' spirit in 'em. They were the backbone o' the 
war. I see there's a bit o' the old stuB Idt in you. 
Tommy. 

L. AifNE. [ScrvHnizing the vnddy-grinning Thou&s] 
Where? la it in his mouth? 

Jahbs. You've still got a sense of your superiors. 
Didn't you notice how you moved to Poulder's orders, 
me boy; an' what he was gone, to mine ? 
L. Anne. [To Thomas] March 1 

[The grinnvTig Thouab remaim immoBlMe. 
He doesn't, James ! 

Jakes. Look here. Miss Anne — your lights ought to 
be out before ten. Close in. Tommy 1 

\Be and Thohab move louardt her. 
L. Annb. [Dodging] Oh, no ! Oh, no t Look ! 

The footmen stop and turn. There between the 
■pUiare atande LittIiEi Aida leiih the troutert, 
her face briUmnt wUk nirprue. 
JiiOB. Good Lord I What's this ? 

Seeing Littls Ahnk, Little Aida approaches, 
fascinated, and the two ckiidren sniff at each 
otter at it were Wee two Utile dogs walking 
round and round. 
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L. Amns. [Snddeniy] My name's Anne; wlut'a 
yours? 

L. AiDA. Aida. 

L. Annb. Are you lost? 

L. Aida. Noo. 

L. Annb. Are thoee bousers ? 

L. Anu. Yus. 

L. Aknk. Whose? 

L. Aida. Mis. Lemmy's. 

L. Amne. Does she wear than? 

[Lnrrui Aida tmiiea briUiandy. 

L. Aida. Nao. She aewa 'em. 

L. Anne. [Touckiny the troiaen] They are hard. 
James's are tnudi soft^; aren't they, James 7 [James 
deigns no rejij/\ What shall we do ? Would you like 
to see my bedroom? 

L. Aida. [Witk a hop] Aoh. yus ! 

Jahbb. No. 

L. Annb. Why not? 

James. Have some sense of what's fittin'. 

h. Anne. Why isn't it fittin'? [To Littlb Aida] 
Do you like me ? 

L. Aida. Yus-s. 

L. Annb. So do I. Come oa ! ^ 

[She iakei Little AniA'a hand. 

Jaubb. [BOwem the jnllare] Tommy, ketch 'em! 
[Tbouas retaitu them hy the ilcirU. 

h. Anne. [Feigning indifference] All right, then! 
[To Ijttle Aida] Have you ever seen a bomb? 

h. Aida. Nao. 
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L. AssK. [Oom^i to the table and i^ng a corner qf 
the cover] Look! 

L. AiDA. [Looking] What's it for? 

L. Anne. To blow up this faoiue. 

L. AiDA. I daon't fink ! 

L. Annb. Why not? 

L. Aida. It's a beautiful big 'ouse. 

L. Anne. That's why. Isn't it, James? 

L. Aida. You give the fing to me; I'll blow up our 
'ouse — it's an u{^y little 'ouse. 

L. Ahne. [Struck] Let's all blow up our own; then 
we can start tail. Daddy would like that. 

L. Aida. Yus. [Suddenly brUUant] I've 'ad a ride in 
a taxi, an' we're goin' 'ome in it agyne I 

L. Anne. Were you sick? 

LrrTLE Aida. [Brilliant] Nao. 

L. Annb. I was, when I first went in one, but I was 
quite young then. James, could you get her a PAcJie 
Meiba? There was one. 

Jauis. Na 

L. Anne. Have you seen the revdution ? 

L. Aida. Wot's that? 

L. Annb. It's made of people. 

L. Aida. I've seen the cwfin, it's myde o' wood. 

L. Anne. Do you hate the rich? 

L. Aida. [In^My] Nao. I hates the poor. 

L. Anne. Why? 

L. Aida. 'Cos they 'yn't got nuffin'. 

L. Ahme. I love the poor. They're such dears. 

L. Aida. [S&uttnjr her head wUk a broad entile] Nao. 
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L. Amn. Wby not? 

L. Anu. I'd tyke and lose the bt, I would. 

L. Anns. Where? 

L. AiDA. Id the w&t«. 

L. Anne. like puppies? 

L. AiDui. Yiu. 

L. Annb. V{hj? 

L. Anu. Hen I'd be shut of 'em. 

L. Amnz. [PnxOedl Oh! 

fAe tmce <^ Ths Pans u Aeoni in Ae hall. 
" Where's tiu tme girlf " 
Jameb. That's you. Come 'ere ! 

He pjita a hand behind Littlb Aida'b back 

and propeU her iowarda the hall. Thu FBEes 

enters with old Mrs. Lshmy. 

Priss. Oh I Here she is, nutjor domo. rm going 

to take this old lady to the meeting; they want her on 

the platform. Look after our friend, Mr. Lemmy 

here; Lord William wants to see him presently. 

L. Anne. [In on awed whieper] James, it's the little 
blighter! 

She dwet again under the table. Lmuut eiUen. 
LrafUT. 'Ere! 'Aif a mo'! Yer said yer'd drop 
me at my plyce. Well, I tdl yer candid — this "yn't 
my plyce! 

Frsbs. That's all right, Mr. Lemmy. [He grins] 
They'll make you wonderftiUy comfortable, won't you, 
major domo? 

He ■pastes on through the room, to the door, 
ushering old Mas. Lmon' and lamx AiOA. 



soiizodbyGoogle 



70 THE FOUNDATIONS act ni 

PocLDEB Uockt Ijehut'b uNty, mlh Chablb 
and Henbt behind Atm. 
PoUUtEB. James, watch it; TU rqport. 

He mmea away, foUoioing The Prxsb through 
the door. Jaues between bMe and loindoio. 
Thohab hat gone to the door. Henby and 
Charles renuun at the entrances to the hail. 
Leuut hxAa dvbiotuly around, hu cocknej/ 
aatttranee graduattp retttma. 
LzUHT. I think I knowB the gas 'ere. This is where 
I came to-dy, 'yn't it? Excuse my hesitytion — these 
little 'ouses is so much the syme ! 
Jahks. [QiaomUy] They are 1 
IrXMicr. [looAwv ot *^ S'"" immovabk footmen, tUl 
ha conce^rates on Jauxs] Ah t I 'ad a word wiv you, 
'adn't I? You're the four ccmacieutioua ones wot's 
wyis' on your goVnor's chest. 'Twas jhw I quke to, 
wasn't it? [HU eyes tracel over them again] Ye're bo 
monotonous. Well, ye're busy now, I see. I won't 
wyste yer time. 

He turns toiBOrds the haii, bui Chablbs and 
Henbt bar the way in silence. 
[Skidding a little, and regarding the four immovabhs ones 
more] I never see such pytieut men ? Compared wiv 
yer, mountains is lestless ! 

He goes to the tMe. Jauxb %eatches him. 

Annx bwlcs from underneath. 

[Skiddinn again] Why ! There's a dawg under there. 

[Noting the grin on Thomas's face] GUd it amooies 

ya. Yer want it, daon't yer, wiv a fyce like that? 
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btlnaplf wivddwds? 'Ave I got into tiw movies 
b; inirtjilueF TWa dA, n' let'* Vve »x penn'ottli o' 

L. Ann. [ftw» tawi^ Oe JiOk] No. no! Not d«fc ! 
LBOtr. {MmH^ifi He dn% tklks majwy. Cant 
•fat,Fido! 

Lnnx Akkb emerpa, md nganU Jam wHk 



Iw^iIm this the Ijrtnt EMhioi o' r eoe i v in ' guests ? 

L. Arss. IDodier ahn^v wmnta pet^ to ted at 
luvc Wbat OuM wc do? Would yon like to heu 
Oe^Mediei? Umbm, opoi the door a litUe, do ! 
Jma. TTmaar 'er a «i(q4e o' incjies, Tamms ! 

boous dront Ae door hade tteatkSn an imck 
tr to. 
L. AxKE. 14^)0' «yyl|r u if ker q» — n a I(mk{ tofcuper) 
lltere'athecldlMly. I>iddy'B kxikiiig at hs trousers. 
lialea! 

F<ar His. Iaxkt'b n>u» t* Jloalotg fmndg 

Ae JUa ; / 'ou tite boOonu ; I Unea"*!^ 
emltk ; I putt on, Uut hinditC ; I tern on the 
tnttoiu ; I prenea tke teama — Tuj>pet»£t 
d m efarlkin't &e pair. 
lam. l/n a haaae wib£tiMr| Tluit's it, old lydy: 
give it 'on t 
L. Axm. Xistai! 

Vnd or Ijobd W. We are indebted to our Mends 
the IVen for grring us the pleasure— er — pleasure of 
heanng bom her own lips — the pleasure ■ ■ 
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L. Anne. Well, I'm coming down again — and nest 
time I shan't liave any clothes on, you know. 

They eaniak between the jnUar*. Lobd Wil- 
UAU makes a ngn of dUmiisaL The Foor- 
UEti file out. 

LnuuT. [Admiringljil Luvly pyeea ! 

LoHD W. [Pletuandy] Now then; let's have our talk, 
Mr. ™ 

Leuut. Lemmy. 

Press. [Who kae ilipped hie note-book out] "Bombed 
and Bomber face to face " 

Leubit. [Ujieaty] I didn't come 'ere i^yne rat me 
own, yer know. Ths Press bebryed me. 

Lobd W. Is that old lady your mother P 

Lbmut. The syme. I tdl yer stryte, it was for 'er 
I took that old bottle o' port It was orful old. 

Lord W. Ah! Port? Probably the '63. Hope 
you both enjoyed it 

Leuht. So for — yus. Muwet'll suffer a bit to- 
moirer, I expect. 

Lord W. I should like to do something for your 
mother, if you'll allow me. 

Leuht. Oh! Ill allow yer. But I dunno wot 
shell sy. 

Lord W. I can see she's a fine independent old 
lady ! But suppose you were to pay her ten bob a 
week, and keep my name out of it ? 

Leuht. Well, that's one wy o' you doin' somefink. 
'yn'tit? 

Laaa W. I giving you the money, of course. 
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Pbih. [Writutff] "Lord Willkm. with kin^ gen- 

IiBocr. [2)raimf aHmfioft io Thb I^aas inlfc JU* 
ttM)ii&] I ay — ^I dam't mind, mesdt — it yon daon't 

Lord W. He won't wiite aaTthing to MU107 me. 

Fbbs. This is the big thing. Lord Vniliam; it'll get 
the public bong in the throat. 

LnocT. [Cot^JentiaOif] Bit dyngerous, 'yn't it? — 
truBtin' the Press? Thdr right 'mnds nev« knows 
wot their left 'snds ia writin'. [To Thb pRma] Tn't 
that true, spealdn' aa a nun? 

Fbebs. Mr. Lemmy, even the Press is c^utble of 
gratitude. 

Lmiur. Is it? I should ba.' thought it was too im- 
pCHtant for a little thmg like tliat [To Lord WiluamI 
But ye're quite right; we couldn't do wivaht the Press 
— there wouldn't be no distress, no corfin. 00 revolu- 
tion — 'cos nobody'd know nuffin' ababt it Whyl 
There wouldn't be no life at all on Earf in these dyes, 
wivaht the Press ! It's them wot saya: "Let there be 
Light — an' there is Light." 

LoBD W. Umm! That's rather a new thought to 
me. [WriUi on Aw cuff.] 

Lekuy, But abaht Muwer, I'll tell yer 'ow we can 
arrynge. You send 'er the ten bob a week wivaht 
syin' anyfink, an' she'll fink it comes from Gawd or the 
Gover'ment — ^yer cawn't tell one from t'other in Be&uJ 
Green. 

Lord W. All right; well do that 
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blood wiv syfety. Not 'im! Oice yer ^t 'im into 
an 'abit, yer cawn't g^t 'im out of it agyne. 'E'U go 
on abeddin' blood mechanical — Conservative by nytm«. 
An' 'e won't myke nuffin' o' yours. Not ev«i the 
Press wiv 'is 'oneyed wordsll sty 'is 'and. 

Lord W. And what do you suggest we could have 
done, to avoid trouble? 

Leuut. [Warming to ha th^nu] I'll tell yer. If all 
you wealfy nobs wiv kepitel 'ad come it kind from the 
start after the war yer'd never 'a been 'earin' the 
MarseiUaiay naow. Lord! 'Ow you did talk abaht 
Unity and a noo spirit in the Country. Noo spirit I 
Why, soon as ever there was no dynger from outside, 
yer stawted to myke it inside, wiv an Iron 'and. Naow, 
you've been in the war an' it's given yer a feeliu' 'eart; 
but most of the nobs wiv kepitel was too old or too 
important to fight. Th^ weren't bom agyne. So 
naow that bad times is come, we're 'owlin' [or th^ 
blood. 

Lord W. I quite agree; I quite agree. Fve often 
said much the same thing. 

Leuut. Voice cryin' in the wilderness — ^I d&on't sy 
we was yngels — there was faults on bofe sides. [Be 
looki at The Prbbs] The Press could ha' helped yer a 
lot. Shall I tell yer wot the Press did ? "It's viul," 
said the Press, "that the country should be united, 
or it will never recover." Nao strikes, nao 'uman 
nature, nao nuffiuk. Eepitel an' Lybour like the 
Siamese twins. And, fust dispute that come along, 
the Press orfs wiv its coat an' goes at it bald-'eaded. 
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An' wot abftht sioce? Sich a riot o' nymes called, in 
Press and Pawly«iii«nt — ^Unpatriotic an' outiygeoua 
demands o' lybour. BloodHauddn' tyranny o' Kepitel; 
thieves an' dawgs an' 'owlin Jackybinea — gents throwin' 
books at each other; all the resources of edjuc^ytlon ex- 
hausted I If I'd been Prime Minister I'd 'ave 'ad the 
Press's gas cut 'orf at the meter. Puffect liberty, of 
course, nao Ceosotship; juat sy wot yer like — an' never 
be 'eard of no more. 

Turning mddenlg to Tbk Fsebs, who has been 
scrHAling in pcue wiKA thie harangue, and 
now has developed a tawA <^ writer' t cramp. 
Why ! 'Is 'and's out o' breath 1 Fiak o' vet ! 

LoBD W. Great tribute to yoiur eloquence, Mr. 
Lemmy ! 

A tudden itir of applauae and acrafing qf 
chairt it heard; the meeting it evidently 
breaking up. Last William eomet in, 
foBoaxd by Mrs. Lemut teHA her frouten, 
and LiTTiiZi AiDA. Lsuht atarea fixedly at 
thia audden radiant apparitian. Hit gaae 
beeomea at (Aof qf a ra&frtt regarding a anake. 
And tuddenly he puta up hia hand and wipe* 
hia brow. 
Ladt Williah, going to the table, lifta one end 
tf the Ckineae mat, and looka at Leuut. 
Then the tama to Lobd William. 
Ladt W. Bill! 

Leboit. [To kia mother — tn a hoarae whiaper] She 
calls 'im Bill. 'Ow! Tu't she IT? 
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Jahes. [Toieerimf dbote the wine eookr] If they get 
saucy, me Lord, I can always give 'em their own back. 
LoBO W. Steady, James; steady! 

Be puta the gum drop absently in kit motUk, 
and bans up to the open vsindaw. 
Voice. {Out»ide\ 'Ere they are — the bally pluto- 
crats. {Voices in chorus : "Bread I Bread l" 
LoBD W. Poulder, go and t«ll the chef to send out 
anything there is in the house — nicely, as if it came 
from nowhere in particular. 

PouiDEB. Veiy good, mc Lord. \Sotlo voce] Any 
wine ? If I might suggest — German — 'ock ? 
LoBD W. What you like. 

PoDLDER Very good, me Lord. [He goes. 

LoBD W. I say, dash it, Nell, my teeth are stuck ! 
[He works kis finger in his mouih. 
Ladt W. Take it out, darling. 
Load W. [Taking out the gum drop and looking at 
it] What the deuce did I put it in for? 

Press. [Writing] "With inimitable coolness Lord 
William prepared to address the crowd." 

[Voices in chorus : "Bread I Bread I" 
Lord W. Stand by to prompt, old girt Now for it 
This ghastly gum drop ! 

Lady WnjiLui takes it from his agitated hand, 
and fiips it through the mndow. 

VoiCB. Dahn with the aristo [Chokes. 

Lu»T W. Ob! Bill — oft / It's gone into a mouth! 
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LcnD W. Good God r 

VoicK. Wot'a this? ThrowiD* things? Mind aht, 
or well smash yer wioden ! 

At the voiee* in cAorw duuit ; "Bnad I 

Bread I" Littlb Anns, nvftt-notmaii. darts 

tn from the halL She it JaUoteed bjf Mim 

Skk^ Tkey ttand Uttemng. 

LoKD W. [To the Crmcdl My friends, you've come 

to the wKMig shop, here's nobody in London more 

sympathetic with you. [The crmod laugha hoandy, 

\fVhiepenag\ Ijxk, out, old giii; th^ can see your 

shoulden. [Ladt Whjjah moeea bade a tlep. 

If I were a ^eakti, I could make you feel 

VoicK. Look at his white weakit ! Blood-suckers — 
f atteaed oa the people ! 

[ Jamks duet hit hand at the vine eooler. 
Lord W. Fve always said the Grovemment ought 

to take immediate steps 

Voice. To shoot us dahn. 

Ixmo W. Not a bit To relieve the— er 

Laat W. [Promjiting] Distress. 

LoBD W. Distress, and e 

Ladt W. [Prompting] Quiet 

LoEB W. [To her] No, no. To e 

L. Amni. \Agam3td\ Oh, Daddy ! 

VoiCB. 'E wants to qrve 'b dirty great 'ouse. 

LoBD W. [Bouted] D if I do ! 

IRvdt and hoaru laughter from the eroad. 
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at once, SO I tole 'em. [Botding up Ike Irotueri] "I putt 
in the button'oles, I stretches the flies; I lines the 
crutch; I putt on this bindin', I presses the seanu — 
Tuppence three tarthin's a pair." 

[A groan from the crowd. 

Leuut. [Showing her offl Seventy-seven! Wot'a 
'er income? Twelve bob a week; aeytat horn the Gov- 
er'ment, sn' five from the sweat of 'er brow. Look at 
'er ! 'Yn't she a tight old dear to keep it goin' ! No 
workus for 'cr, nao fear 1 The gryve rather ! 

Murmur* from the crowd, at whom Mas. Lemut 
u blaitdly rmUing. 
You cawn't git below *er — impossible! She's the 
foundytiona of the country — an' rocky *yn't the word 
for 'em. Worked 'ard bU 'er life, brought up a family 
and buried 'em on it. Twelve bob a week, an' seven 
when 'er fingers goes, which is very near. Well, oaow, 
this twf 'ere comes to me an' says: "Td like to do 
somefin' toe yer muwer. 'Ow's ten bob a week?" 'e 
says. Naobody arst 'im— quite on 'is own. That's 
the sort 'e is. [Sinking kit voice confideTttially] Sorft 
You bring yer muwers 'ere, 'e'll do the syme iot them. 
I giv yer t&e 'int 

Voice. [From the crowdl What's 'is nyme? 

T-KMMT. They calls 'im Bill. 

Voics. Bill what? 

L. Anne. Dromosdy. 

Ladt W. Anne! 

Lbuut. Dromedary 'is nyme is. 
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VoicB. [From the erouirf] Thi«e dieers for Bill Drom- 

Lsmcr. I s^, thoe's veal &&' 'am, aa' pcvk wine at 
the back for them as wante it; I 'eard the word passed. 
An' look 'ere, if yer want a flag for the revolution, tyke 
muwer's tishsers an' tie 'em to the corfin. Yer 
cawn't 'ave no more inspirin' banner. Ketch! [He 
ihtowe the trmuen out] Give BUI a doubte-barrel fust, 
to show there's no ill-feelin'. 'Ip, 'ip! 

The amed cheers, then Mlouiy jttuaea otoo^, 
tinging Ui koarae version cf the ManeiUaiee, 
till aU that ia heard it a faint murmuriim 
and a didant barret-organ -playing the tame 
tune. 

Pbxbb. \WrUing\ "And far up in the cleftr summn: 
air the larks were singing." 

Lord W. [Patting hit hand oeer hit hair, and bliMk- 
inghiteyet] James I Beady? 

James. Me Lord 1 

L. Amrat. Daddyl 

Lu>r W. [Taking kit arm] Bill I It's aQ right, old 
man — all right! 

LoSD W. [filwbtttvl Those infmtal larks I Thought 
we were on the Somme again! Ah! Mr. Lemmy, 
[SHU rather dreamy] no end obliged to you; you're so 
decent Now, why did you want to blow us up before 
dinner F 

Lnuicr. Blow yet upP [Patting hit hand over hit 
hair in traeeity] "la it a dream ? Then wykin' would 
be pyne." 
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Mbb. LaiaiT. Bo-ob 1 Not w nucyi my boy ! 

LBUtT. Blow yer upP Wot abaht HP 

Ladt W. [Indieating the bon^ This, Mr. Lemmyt 
LoofT hofa at it, and kU epet roU and goggle. 

LoBD W. Come, all's forgiven ! But why did you ? 

LzuuT. Oil right! Tm goin' to t;^ it awy; it'd 
K^been a bit ork'ard for me. I'll want it to-morrer. 

LoBD W. miatt To leave somewhere elseP 

LiamiT. Yua, of course ! 

Lord W. No, no; dash it ! TeH us— what's it filled 
with? 

Iaukt. Filled wiv? Nuffin*. Wot did yer expect? 
Toof-pabder ? It's got a bit o' my lead sddered on to 
it. That's why it's 'eavy ! 

LoBD W. But what it it? 

LxuHT. Wot is it P [Bit eyes are featfvUy fixtd on 
Ladt WiLUAh] I fought everybody knew 'em. 

"Layr W. Mr. Lenuny, you must clear this up, 
please. 

LsuuT. [To LcHtD WnjiiAU, tmA &w eyat itSi fixed on 
Lady Wiu>iah — mpHmoudy] WW lydies present? 
•Adn't I better tell the Press? 

Lord W. All right; tell someone — anyone! 

LmofT goes dawn to Tbm Fbzbb. who u read- 
mit '"'^ f"* ^^"i ""^^ Everyone watches and 
Kalene with the tdmotl dieoretum, iMle he 
vM»peri into the ear of Ths Press. vAo 
jAote* At* head vtoUtiHy. 

FREas. No, no; it's too bwnl^e. It destroys my 
whole 



soiizodbyGoogle 



ACT III THE FOUNDATIONS 80 

Lehut. Well, I tell yer it is. 

[Whiaperi again vkienUj/. 
Fbbbs. No. no; I can't have H. All 107 article I All 
my artide! It can't be— no! 

XcHUT. I never see sich an obstinate thick-head I 
Yer 'yn't worvy of yer tryde. 

Ee tpftujMrs iHU mare nobn% and maket 

oabalittic ngtu. 
Ladx VfuMJM iifit ike bomb from the coder 
into the tight c^att. Lobd Willuu, Meuif it 
for the fir^ time in full light, beruia dotMein 
eilent tavghter, and ichiepen to hie wife. 
Z>ADT WnuAU drope the bomb and gites uay 
too. Rearing the toimd, 'Lsitici tuma, and 
hie gogf^ing eyes jiaaa them all in review. 
Lord and Ladt Wiluah m fUe of laughter, 
IjTTLa Amhs stamping Her feet, for Mma 
Stokes, red, but eomipoaed, hat her hands 
fiaced firmly over her pupiTi oyw and ears ; 
LiTTiiB Aiiu imHing briUiantti/, Mss. 
Jjaaa Uandly in eympathy, neither know- 
ing why: the FoTTB FooTUBN in a row, 
emolhering little expUmont. PoULDSm, ex- 
tremdy graee and red, Tbx Press -perfecUy 
haggard, gnawing at hit naUe. 
LmiVY. [Turning to Thu P&bss) Blimy I It amoosea 
*em, all but the gented ones. Cheer oh ! Press ! Yer 
can always myke somefin' out o' nuffin' F It's not the 
fust thing as 'as existed in yer imaginytion only. 
pRsas. Xo, d It; I'll keep it a bomb 1 
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IsuuT. [SooHmiglj/lAhl'KBepibeaen^^aia. Wot's 
the troof compared wiv tbatP Come on, Muwer! 
Come on. Little Aida ! Time we was goin' dalm to 
'Earfl 

He goes v!p to the taide, and »fUl tlddding a little 
at Lady Wiijuam, iakea the late bomb from 
the cooler, 'jfiacing it under his arm. 
Mbs. Leuut. Gude naight, air; gude naight, ma'am; 
tliank yu for my cup o' tea, an' all ym« kindness. 

Shs shakes hands vnth Loan and Ladt Wn.- 

LUM, drops the curttey qf her youth b^ore 

Mb. FoTTuiEB, and goes out f<iUMed by 

10*171.11 Aida, who is looking back at LirnjQ 

AatNB. 

Leuut. [Turning suddenly] Aoh! An' jist one fing ! 

Next time yer build an 'ouse, daon't foi^t — it's the 

foundytioDs as bears the wyte. 

With a wink that gives way to a last fascinated 

look at Lady Wiluau, he passes out. All 

gase after them, except The Pbesb, wko is 

tragically considting his spifiieated notes. 

L. Akne. [Bredeing away from MiSB Stokbb ami 

rushing forward Oh! Mum! what was itP 
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THE SKIN GAME 

(A TEAGI-COMEDY) 
" Who touches pitob daJi be defiled " 
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CBARACTEBS 

HiLLcsmv A Country GenUenun 

Am HisTVit« 

Jill HU Dftughter 

Dawkdb His Agent 

HoBNBLOWiB ... .A nuLU newly-ndi 

CsABLiB Hii Eldei Son 

Chlox Wile to Chftries 

Roif Bit Younger Son 

FiLLOVB Haicrist'i BuUn 

Anna Chloe'a Maid 

The JACKMAin .... Uan utd Wife 
An Au^noNEEB 

A SOUCITOB 

Two Stbanoebb 



ACT n. 

SCENE J. A month \a»m. An Axt^tai ftomn. 
SCENE II. Th» toMS Mmtwif . Cbloe's Boudoir. 
ACT III. 

SCENE I. The fdUowing dag. Hillcbisi'b Sfurfjr. 

JfOmuif. 
SCENE II. Th» Saau. Ettnag. 
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ACT I 

HiLLcaiBT'a gtudf/. A pleasant room, with books in caff 
bindings, and signs that the Hillcbihtb haee trav- 
elled, sack as a large photograph of the Taj Mahal, 
qf foifa Mountain, and the Pyramids qf Egypt. 
A large bureau [stage RigH], devoted to the bttsiness 
cf a cottniry estate. Two foxes' masks. Flowers in 
botds. Deep armehairs. A large French windmo 
open [at Back], with a lovdy view qf a slight rise of 
fidds and trees in Augtut sunlight. A fine stons 
fireplace [stage L^]. A dow [Left]. A door opposite 
[Right], Oeneral colour effect — stone, and cigar 4eaf 
brown, with spots i^ brighi coIout. 

[HiLLCBiST sits in a swixd chair at the bureau, busy 
with papers. He has gout, and his left foot is 
encased accordingly. He is a thin, dried~up man 
t^ about fifty-five, with a rather r^ned, rather kindiy, 
and rather cranky countenance. Close to hitn stands 
his very upstanding nineteen-year-oLd daughter Jtu^ 
with HiAbed hair round a pretty, manly face.] 

Jill. You know, Dodo, it's all pretty good rot in 
these days. 
HiLLCBiST. Cads are cada, Jill, even in these days. 
Jill. What is a cad? 

CopyngU, ISM, by CAoriu Scntiur'i Sm* 
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HniiCHiBT. A aetf-saaertive fellow, without & senae 
<^ other people^ 

injj. Well, Old Homblower m give yoa. 

HiiiLCBraT. I woulchi't take ti™ 

Jnj.. Wdl,rou'vegotlum. Now, Charlie— Cheartie 
— ^I aay — the inqfMrtance of not bong Charlie 

HmcsiBT. Good heavens ! do you know thdr Chris- 
tian names P 

Jill. My dear father, fhey've bera here seven years. 

&LLCBI9T. In old days we only knew their Christian 
names bom their tombstooes. 

Jill. Chariie Hombbwer isn't reaOy half a bad 

HiLLCBiafr. About a quarter of a bad sport — I've 
abr^rs thought out hundng. 

Jill. [PvOmn ki» hair] Now. hia wife — Chloe 

HiLLCBisr. [WhiitmeaH Gad ! your mother'd have a 
fit if she knew you called her Chloe. 

JiLb. It's a rilling name. 

HiLLcmaT. Chkie! H'm! Ibada^MuiielMice 

Jill. Dodo, you're narrow. Buck up, old dariing, 
it won't do. Chloe has seen life, Fm pretty sure; thaft 
attractive, anyway. No, mother's not in the room; 
don't turn your uneasy eyes. 

HiLtrCRiBT. Really, my dear, you are getUng 

Jiii. The limit. Now, Rolf 

HiLLdUBT. What's Rolf P Another dog? 

JiLU Bolt HtHoblower's a topper; he really is a nice 
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Hiu>CBi8T. [With a thatp look\ Oh I He's a nice 
boy? 

Joj- Yes, darling. You know what a nice boy is, 
don't you ? 

HtUiCRisT. Not in these days. 

JiLib. Well, I'll tell you. In the first iriace, he's not 
amorous 

HtUiCBisT. What ! Well, that's some comforL 

Suaj. Just a yt&y good companion. 

HiLLCBisr. To whom ? 

Jill. Well, to anyone — me. 

HiLLCBiBT. Where? 

Jill. Anywhere. You don't sui^wse I confine my- 
self to the home paddodu, do you? I'm naturally 
rang^, Fatha. 

HiLLCHKT. \IronieaOy\ You don't say so t 

Jill. In the second place, he doesn't like discipline. 

HiLLCBisT. Jupiter I He does seem attractive. 

Jm. In the third place, he ban his father. 

TTp.TjmniT. Ig that essential to nice girii too? 

Jill. \Witk a twirl t^ kit hair] Fab not I Fourthly, 
he's got ideas. 

HiLLCRisT. I knew it I 

Jill. For instance, he thinks — as I do 

HiLLCBmx. Ah [. Good ideas. 

Jill. [PtiBiaff genllg] Careful! He thinks old pet^le 
run the show too much. He says they oughtn't to, 
because they're so damtouchy. Are you damtoucky< 
darling? 
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Ejllcbist. Well, rm ! I don't know about 

touchy. 

Jill. He Buyn th«%11 be no world fit to live in till 
we get rid of the old. We must make them climb a 
tall tree, and shake them o& it 

HiLLCRiaT. [DrSy] Oh ! be s^^ that ! 

Jnx. Otherwise, with the way they stand on each 
other's rights, they'll spoil the garden for the young. 

BxLLCBiaT. Does his father agree ? 

Jill. Oh ! Rolf doesn't talk to kim, his mouth's too 
laige. Have you ever seen it, Dodo ? 

HiLLCBiST. Of course. 

Jill. It's considerable, isn't it? Now yours is — 
reticent, darling. [Rumpling kit hair.] 

HiLLCSisT. It won't be in a minute. Do you realise 
that I've got gout? 

Jill. Poor ducky! How long have we been here, 
Dodo? 

HiiiLCBiST. Since Elizabeth, anyway. 

Jill. [Looking at hie foot] It has its drawbacks. 
D'you think Homblower had a father? I believe he 
was spontaneous. But, Dodo, why all this — this atti- 
tude to the Homblowers ? 

She purge* her lips and maket a gesture at of 
pushing persona away. 

HiLLCRiaT. Because they're pushing. 

Jill. That's only because we are, as motlier would 
B^, and they're no(— yet. But why not let them be ? 

HiLLCRiaT. You can't 

Jill. Why? 
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HiLLCRisT. It takea generationa to learn to live and 
let live, Jill. People like that take an ell when you 
give tliem an inch. 

Jiu.. But if you gave them the ell, they wouldn't 
want the inch. Why should it all be such a skin game P 

HoiCBiBT. Skin game? Where do you get your 
lingo? 

Jnj.. Keep to the point, Dodo. 

HiLLCRiBT. Well, Jill, all life's a straggle between 
pet^le at different stages of devel<9ment, in different 
positions, with different amounts of social influence 
and property. And the only thing is to have rules of 
the game and keep them. New people like the Horn- 
blowers haven't learnt those rules; their only rule is 
to get all they can. 

Jill. Darling, don't prose. They're not half as bad 
as you think. 

HiLLCBiBT. Weil, when I sold Homblown Long- 
meadow and the cottages, I certunly found him all 
right. All the same, he's got tJie cloven hoof. [TForm- 
ing up] His influence in Decpwater is thoroughly bod; 
those potteries of his are demoralising — the whole 
atmoephne of the place is changing. It was a thou- 
sand pities he ever came here and discovered that 
clay. He's brought in tiie modem cutthroat spirit. 

Jill. Cut out throat spirit, you mean. What's your 
definition of a gentleman. Dodo ? 

BnAjcami. [UtutuUi/] Can't describe — only feel it. 

Jnj^ Oh! Try! 

HiLLCBisT. Well — er — I suppose you might say— a 
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mui who keeps bis form uid doesn't let life scupper 
Tiim out of his standards. 

Jill. But suppose his standards are low ? 

Kllcbist. [With some eamestneas] I assume, of 
course, that he's honest and tolerant, gentle to the 
weak, and not self-seeking. 

Jill. Ahl self-seeking? But aren't we all. Dodo? 
Jam. 

HiLLCBisT. [IFilA a Kn,xU\ You ! 

Jill. [StornfvUyi Oh t yes — too young to know. 

HiLLCsiBT. Nobody knows till they're under pretty 
heavy fire, Jill. 

Jill. Except, of course, mother. 

HiLLCBiST. How do you mean — mother? 

Jill. MoUier reminds me of England according to 
hersdf — always right whatever she does. 

HuiLCBIBT. Ye-es. Your mother ia perhaps — the 

Jill. That's what I was saying. Now, no one could 
call you perfect. Dodo. Besides, you've got gout. 

Kllcribt. Yes; and I want Fellows. Ring that 
bell. 

Jill. [Croinng to the beS\ Shall I tell you mp defini- 
tion of a gentleman? A man who gives the Hom- 
blower his due. [S/k ringt the beO] And I think mother 
ought to call on them. Rolf says old Homblowcx 
results it fearfully that she's never made a sign to 
Chk>e the three years she's been here. 

HiLLCBiar. I don't interfere with your motha in 
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Bueli mstters. Ste may go and caU on the devil him- 
■elf if she likes. 

Jill. I know you're ever bo much better than she is. 

HiLLCBiBT. That's respectful. 

Jill. You do keep your prejudices out ot your phiz. 
But mother literaOy looks down ha nose. And she 
never forgives an "h." Tlwy'd get the "hdl" from 
her if they took the "hinch." 

BJLLCBIST. ^— your language 1 

Jill. Don't slime out of it, Dodo. I say, mother 
ought to call on the Homblowers. [No antuw. 

WeU? 

HiLLCBiST. My dear, I always let people have the 
last word. It makes them — feel funny. Ugli! My 
foot! [Enter Fellows, Ltfi. 

Fellows, send into the village and get another bottle 
of this stuff. 

Jill, m go, dariing. 

IShe blmot kim a lciM,andgoe»oaiat the windoa. 

Hillcsist. And tell cook I've got to go on dopa. 
This foot's worse. 

FsLLOWB. [SffmpatheHc] Indeed, sb. 

HiLLCRiBT. My third go this year. Fellows. 

Fbluwb. Very annoying, st. 

HiLLCBiBT. Ve — as. Ever had it ? 

Fellows. I fancy I have had a twinge, sir. 

HiLLCBiBT. [Bnyhtening] Have you? Wliere? 

Fbllovb. In my cork wrist, sir. 

tbuxwst. Your whatP 

FiLLOVB. The wrist I draw corks with. 
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HiiiLCKisT. [WWt a eackk] You'd have had more 
than ft twinge if you'd lived with my father. H'm ! 

Fbuiowb. Excuse me, ni — Vichy water corks, in 
my experience, are worse titan any wine. 

HiLLCBiST. [IronieaUy] Ah ! The country's not what 
it was, is it, FdlowsP 

Fellows. Getting very new, mt. 

HiLLCBBT. [Fedingly] You're right. Has Dawker 

Fellows. Not yet, dr. The Jacfcmans would like 
to see you, air. 
Hillcribt. What about? 
Fellows. I don't know, sir. 
HiLLCBiBT. Well, show them in. 
Fellows. [Going] Yes, sir. 

HiLLCBiBT tvrm hit stoieel chair round. The 
Jackuanb come in. He, a big fellow about 
fifil/t in a hbourer'a dreta, with eyes vAieh 
haee more ut them than hie tongue can ex- 
preu ; the, a little woman with a toom face, 
a bright, quick glance, and a tongue to match. 
HiLLCRiST. Good morning, Mrs. Jacknutnl Morn- 
ing, Jackman! Haven't seen you for a long time. 
What can I do? 

[He drawi in foot, and breath, vriih a sharp hist. 
Jackuak. [In a down-hearted voice] We've had notice 
to quit, sir. 
HnxcBisT. [With emphaais] What! 
Jackman. Got to be out this week. 
Mas. J. Yes, sir, indeed. 
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HnxcBisT. Well, but when I sold Longmeadow and 
the cottages, it vaa on the escpress underatanduig that 
there was to be no disturbance of tenancies. 

Mbb. J. Yes, ai; but we've all got to go. Mrs. 
'Arvey, and the Drews, an' us, and there isn't another 
cottage to be had anjrwhere in Deqiwater. 

HiLLClUBT. I know; I want one for my cowman. 
This won't do at all. Where do you get it from ? 

Jackman. Mr. 'Omblowo-, 'imself, sir. Just an 
hour ago. He come round and said: "I'm scnryi I 
want the cottages, and you've got to clear." 

Mrs. J. [BOterly] He's no gentleman, sir; he put it 
BO brisk. We been there thirty years, and now we 
don't know what to do. So I hope you'll excuse ua 
coming round, sir. 

HiLiiCHiST. I should think so, indeed! H'm! [He 
rites and limps across to the firej^aee on hu stick. To 
himself] The cloven hoof. By Geoige ! this is a breach 
(rf faith, m write to him, Jackman. Confound itl 
I'd certcunly never have sold if I'd known he was going 
to do this. 

Mbb. J. No, sir, Fm sure, sir. They do say if s to 
do with the potteries. He wants the cottages for his 
workmen. 

HtLLCBiBT. [Sharply] That's all very well, but he 
shouldn't have led me to suppose that he would make 
no change. 

JiCKXAS. [Heamly] They talk about his havin' 
bought the Gentry to put up more chimneys there, 
and that's why he wants the cottages. 
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Hnjicsm. The Gentry 1 Impossible ! 

BdJiB. J. Yes, sir; it's such a pretty spot — looks beau- 
tiful from hem. [8He look$ out ^trough the toindov)] 
Loveliest spot in sU Deepwftter, I always say. And 
your father owned it, and his fpthcr before 'im. It's 
a pity they ev^ sold it, air, b^cgin' your pardon. 

HiLLCBiST. The Centry ! [Se ring* the heU. 

Mbs. J. [Who hat brightened up] Fm ^ad you're 
goin' to stop it, sir. It does put us about. We don't 
know where to go. I said to Mr. Homblower, I said, 
"I'm sure Mr. Hillcrist would never 'ave turned us 

out," An' 'e said: "Mr. Hillcrist be " b^gin' 

your pardon, ur. "Make no mistake," *e said, "you 
must go, missis." He don't even know our name; an' 
to come it like this over us ! He's a dreadful new man, 
I think, with his overridin' notions. And sich a heavy- 
footed man, to look at. [WUh a sort of induli^mt eon- 
tempt] But he's from the North, they say. 

[Fellows hot entered, L4t- 

Hillcrist. Ask Ih&s. Hillcrist if she'll come. 

Fin.Lows. Very good, sir. 

HiLLCBisT. Is Dawker here ? 

FxLLOWs. Not yet, sir. 

HnJxatisT. I want to see him at once. 

[Fellows retina. 

JjkcaiAit. Mr. Homblower sud he was comin' on 
to see you, sir. So we thought we'd step along first. 

HtucRiBT. Quite right, Jackraao. 

Mbs. J. I stud to Jackman: "Mr. Hillcrist'll stand 
up tor us, I know. He's a gentleman." I sud. "This 
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nun," I s^, "don't cue for the neighbourhood, or 
the pe(q>le; he don't csre for anything so long as he 
makes lus money, and has his importance. You can't 
expect it, I suppose," I said; [Bitterls] "bavin' gotrich 
so sudden." "Dm gentry don't do things like that. 

HiiiiCBlBT. [Abgtraeledi Quite, Mrs. Jackman, quite! 
[To Awnmffl The Gentry I No t 

iSaa. Biujcbibi enters. AvxU-A-eaedvxman, 

with a firm, tHear-ctit face. 

Oh I Amy t iSi. and Mrs. Jackman turned out of th^ 

cottage, and Mrs. Barrey, and the Drews. When I 

sold to Homblower, I stipulated that tfaey shouldn't be. 

Mbs. J. Our week's up on Saturday, ma'am, and 
Tm sure I don't know where we shall turn, because of 
course Jackman must be near his work, and I shall lose 
me washin' if we have to go far. 

HiLLCBiST. \WiUi ieeirion\ You leave it to me. Mrs. 
JacJctnaii. Good morning ! Morning, Jackman ! Sony 
I can't move with this gout. 

Mas. J. [For Aem, bath] Tm sure we're very sorry, 
sir. Good morning, sir. Good morning, ma'am; and 
thank you kindly. [They go out. 

Kllcbist. Tumiog pe<^ out that have been there 
thirty years. I won't have it. It's a breach of faith. 

"iSit. H. Do you suppose this Homblower will care 
two straws about that Jack ? 

HiUiCBiBT. He must, when it's put to hkn, if he's 
got any decent feding. 

Mbs. H. He hasn't. 
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Hruuwsr. [Suddetdy] The Jackmans talk of his 
liAving bought the Cesti^ to put up more chimneys. 

MBfi. H. Never! [At the window), looking out] Im- 
possible ! It would ruin tbe place utteriy, besides cut- 
ting us off from tke Duke's. Oh, no ! Miss Mullins 
would never sell behind our backs. 

HiLLCSiBT. Aayvay I must stop his tmning these 
people out. 

Mrs. H. [With a litUe gmUe, tdvuat contemptuous] 
You might have known he'd do something of the sort. 
You will imagine people are like yourself, Jack. You 
always ought to make Dawker have things in black 
and white. 

HiLLCBisT. I said quite distinctly: "Of course you 
won't want to disturb the tenancies; there's a great 
shortage of cottages." Homblower told me as dis- 
tinctly that he wouldn't. What more do you want ? 

Mbb. H. a man like that tliinks of nothing but the 
short cut to hia own way. [Looking out c^ the tamdoio 
touxatda the riae\ If he buys the Gentry and puts up 
cbimn^v, we simply couldn't stop here. 

HeUjCSust. My father would turn in his grave. 

Mits. H. It would have been more useful if he'd not 
dipped the estate, and sold the Gentry. This Horn- 
blower hates us; he thinks we turn up our noses at 

HiLLCRiBT. As we do. Amy. 

Mrs. H. Who wouldn't? A man without tradi- 
tions, who bdievea in nothing but numey and push. 
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HiLLCBisT. Suppose he won't budge, can we do any- 
thing for the Jackmans? 

Mbb. H. There are the two rooms Beavet used to 
have, over the atablea. [Fellowb mien. 

Fellowel Mr. Dawker, sir. 

Dawk£R u a thort, square. Taller red-faced 
terrier t^ a man, in riding dothet and gaiUera. 

HiLLCHKT. Ah ! Dawka, I've got gout agun. 

Dawkeb. Very sorry, sir. How de do, ma'am 7 

HnjxTBisT. Did you meet the Jackmans? 

Dawkkh. Yeh. 

[Be Aan% ever quite finifhea a word, teeming 
to map off their tails. 

HniiCtUBT. Then you heard ? 

Dawkeb. {Nodding] Smart man, Hconblower; never 
leta grass grow. 

HiLLCBiST. Smart? 

Dawksb. [Grinning] Don't do to underrate your 
neighbours. 

Mrs. H. a cad — I call him. 

Dawker. That's it, ma'am — got all the advantage. 

Kllcbibt. Heard anything about the Centry, 
Dawker? 

Dawker. Homblower wants to buy. 

HiLLCRiBT. Wi— MiiHitin would never ^H^ i would 
she? 

Dawksb. She wants to. 

HhiLCRisT. The deuce she does ! 

Dawker. He won't stick at the price eitlur. 

Mrs. H. What's it worth, Dawker? 
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Dawkeb. Depotda on vhat you want it for. 

tSsB. H. He wants it for spite; we want it for sen- 
tJmenL 

Dawkeb. [Ormnwig] Worth what you like to ffrt, 
then; but he's a rich man. 

Mas. H. Intot^ablet 

Davxxr. [2*0 Hillcrist] Gire me your figure, sr. 
I'll try the old lady bef(M« he gets at her. 

HiLLCsisT. IPoiidsritif] I don't want to buy, unless 
there's nothing else for it. I should have to raise the 
money on the estate; it won't stand much more. I 
can't believe the fellow would be such a barbarian. 
Chimn^jv within three hundred yards, ri(^ in front 
of this house ! It's a nightmare. 

Maa. H. You'd much better let Dawker make sure. 
Jack. 

HiLLCRisT. [Uncoff^ortoiZe] Jackman says Homblow- 
er'a coming round to see me. I shall put it to him. 

Dawkeb. Make him keener than ever. Better get 
in first 

HiLLCBiBT. Ape hia methods ! — Ugh! Onif ound this 
gout! [He geta lack to hia chair with d^kuUy] Look 
here. Dawker, I wanted to see you about gates 

FzLLOWS. [EtUermg] Mr. Homblower. 

HoBNBiOWEB enieri — a man cf medium height, 
thorough^ bnadened, blawn out, tu it were, 
bfi niccMi. He hat thick, coarte, dark hair, 
jutt grixied, very btuhj/ eydtrows, a wide 
mouth. He vxari quite ordinary dothet, at 
if that departmeni were in charge of tommne 
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uAo tnew about mek tktnga. He hat a ffftoU 
rote in hu buUemhok, and oorrtM a Hom- 
htrg hat, toAwA tme »iupeett wiU look too 
tmaU on kia head. 
HoHNBLOwmL Good morning ! good morning ! How 
ue ye, DawkerP I^ue morning! Lovely weath^! 

Hie voice hae a eurioue Itend in iie tone qf 
braet and o3, and an accent rud quite Scotch 
nor quite North country. 
Haven't seen ye for a long time, Hilicrist 

HiLLCBiBT. [Who hat men] Not smce I sold you 
Longmeadow and those cottages, I believe. 

HoRNBLowxB. Dear me, now! that's what I came 
about. 

HiLLCRiBT. [SuftfufinjT again tjilo his chair] Forgive 
me ! Won't you wt down ? 

HoBNBLOWXR. [Not ttUing] Have ye got gout? 
That's uofortlmate. I never get it. I've no disposi- 
tion that way. Had no aocestors, you see. Just me 
own drinkin' to answ^ for. 
Hn.i.CRwr. You're lucky. 

HoBNBLOWEB. I wouder if Mrs. Hilicrist thinks 
thatl Am I lucky to have no past, ma'am ? Justthe 
future? 

Mrs. H. You're sure you have the future, Mr. 
fiomblowerP 

HoRNBLowEB. [With a Jautm TttAVs your aristo- 
cratic rapier thrust You aristocmts are very hard 
people underneath your manners. Ye love to lay a 
body out But Fve got the future all right 
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Hiu£Rt8T. [Meaninglg] Tve had the Jackmana here, 
Mr. Homblower. 

HOBNBLOWBB. Who ate tiwg"— man with the little 
spitfire wife ? 

HiLLCRlBT. They're very eweHent, good people, and 
they've been in that cottage quietly thirty years. 

HOBNBLOWSB. [Throwing out kU forefinga'~-ii favour- 
ite gegttiTe[ Ah! ye've wanted me to aUr ye up a bit. 
Deepwatet needs a bit o' go put into it. There's gen- 
erally some go where I am. I daresay you wish there'd 
been no "come." [He laughs]. 

Abia. H. We certainly like people to keep theb 
word, Mr. Homblower. 

Kllcrist. Amy! 

HoRNBLOwsR. NevcT mind, Hillcrist; lakes more 
than that to upset me. 

Mbs. Hillcribt exchange* a look with Daw- 
KER, who dips out unobtened, 

HiLLCRiBT. You promised me, you know, not to 
change the tenancies. 

HoRNBLOWER. Well, Fve come to tell ye that I 
have. I wasn't expecting to have the need when I 
bought. Thought the Duke would sell me a bit down 
there; but devil a bit he will; and now I must have 
those cottages for my workmen. I've got important 
works, ye know. 

HiLLCRisT. [OetHng heatedl The Jackmans have their 
importance too, sir. Their heart's in that cottage. 

HoRNBLOwm. Have a sense of proportion, man. 
A^ works supply thousands of people, and tay heart's 
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in ikem. What's more, they nuke my fortune. Fve 
got ambitions — I'm a serious man. Suppose I weie 
to consider this and that, and every little potty obie<s 
tion — where should I get to? — nowh<a%! 

HiLLdtiBT. AU the same, this sort of thing isn't 
done, you know. 

HoBNBLowsR. Not by you because ye've got no 
need to do it. Here ye are, quite content on what 
your fathers made for ye. Ye've no ambitiona; and ye 
want other people to have none. How d'ye think 
your fathers got your land ? 

H1LLCBI8T. [Who has riaen] Not by breaking their 
word. 

HOBNSLOWGB. [Throwing out kU finger] Dtm't ye 
believe it. They got it by breaking their word and 
tumin' out Jacktnans, if that's their name, all over the 

Mbs. H. That's an insult, Mr. Homblower, 

HoRNBLOWEB. No; it's a repartee. If ye think so 
much of these Jackmans, build them a cottage your- 
selves; ye've got the apace. 

HiiiLCBiBT. That's beside the point. You promised 
me, and I sold on that understanding. 

HoBNBLOWEB. And I bought on the undostandin' 
that I'd get some more land from the Duke. 

HiLLCRiBT. That's nothing to do with me. 

HoBNBiowim. Ye'll find it has; because I'm going 
to have those cottages. 

HiLLCiusT. Well, I call it simply — 

[ffe checki hivuelf. 
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HoRNBLOWBB. Look boc, Hillcrut, ye've not had 
occasian to understand men like me. Fve got the 
guts, and Fve got the money, and I don't sit atJtt on 
it I'm going ahead because I believe in mesdf . Fve 
no use for sentiment and that sort of thing. Forty of 
your Jackmans aren't worth me little finger. 

HiLLCRisT. [Angry] Of all the blatant things I ever 
heard sud! 

HoRNBLoviiB. Well, as we're speaking plainly, Fve 
been thinkia'. Ye want the village run your old- 
fashioned way, and I wont it nm mine. I fancy thoe's 
not room for the two of ua hen. 

Mbs. H. Vfhea are you going ? 

HoRNBLOwxR. Never fear, Fm not going. 

HnjjCRiST. Look here, Mr. Homblower — this in- 
fernal gout makes me irritable — ^puts me at a disad- 
vantage. But I should be glad if you'd kindly explain 
yourself. 

HoBiTBLOWXS. [With a great »mik] Ca' canny; Fm 
fra' the North. 

HiLLCBiBT. I'm told you wish to buy the Centry 
and put more of your chimneys up there, r^ardleas of 
the fact [Be 'points Ihnntgk tie window] that it would 
utterly ruin the house we've had for goieratiomt, and 
all our pleasure here. 

HoRHBLOWER. How the man talks! Why! Ye'd 
think he owned the sky, because his fathers built him 
a house with a pretty view, where he's nothing to do 
but live. It's sheer want of something to do that 
gives ye your fine sentiments, HillcrisL 
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HiLLCRiBT. Have the goodness not to charge me 
with idleness. Dawker — where is he? — [Be tkoua the 
frurvou] When you do the drudgery of your works as 
thoroughly as I do that of my estat e ' Is it true 
about the Gentry ? 

HoRNBLOWEB. Gospel true. If ye want to know, 
my son ChearUe is buyin' it this very minute. 

Mas. H. \Tvming wiUi a riar(\ What do you say? 

HoRNBiiOWER. Ay, he's with the old lady; she wants 
to sell, an' she'll get her price, whatever it is. 

Hn.TCHiaT. \Wiih deep a^er] If that isn't a skin 
game, Mr. Hornblow^, I don't know what is. 

HoRNBLoWER. Ah! Ye've got a very nice expres- 
non there. "Skin game t" Well, bad words break do 
bones, an' they're wonderful for hardenm' the heart 
If it wasn't for a lady's presence, I could pve ye a 
specimen or two. 

Mrs. H. Oh! Mr. Homblower, that need not st*^ 
you, Fm sure. 

HoRNBLowBs. Well, and I dm't know that it need. 
Ye'ie an obstruction— the like trf you— ye're in my 
path. And anyone in my path doesn't stay there 
long; or, if he does, he stays there on my terms. And 
my terms are chimneys in the Gentry where I need 
'em. It'll do ye a powo- cd good, too, to know that 
ye're not almighty. 

HiLLCRisT. And that's being nrighbourly I 

HoRNBLOwsR. And bow have ye tried bein* n«gli- 
bouriy to me ? If I haven't a wife, Fve got a daugh- 
ter-in-law. Have ye called on her, ma'am ? Fm new. 
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and ye're an old family. Ye don't like me, ye thiik 
I'm a pusliin' man. I go to chapel, an' ye don't like 
that. I make things and I sell them, and ye don't 
like that I buy land, and ye don't like that. It 
tlireatens the view from your windies. Well, I don't 
like you, and Tva not goin' to put up with your atti- 
tude. Ye've had things your own way too long, and 
now ye're not going to have them any longer. 

H1LLCBI8T. Will you hold to your word over those 
cottages? 

HoBNBLOWER. I'm gom' to have the cottages. I 
need them, and more besides, now Fm to put up me 

HiLLCBiBT. That's a declaration of war. 

HoRNBijowiat. Ye never stud a truer word. It's 
one m the other of us, and I rather think it's goin' to 
be me. I'm the risin' and you're the settin' sun, as 
the poet says. 

HiLLCRiBT. [ToMhirtf the bdl\ We shall see if you 
can ride rough-shod like this. We used to have decent 
ways of goiag about things here. You want to change 
all that. Well, we shall do our damnedest to stop 
you. [To Fellows at the door] Are &e Jackmans still 
in the house ? Ask them to be good enough to come in. 

HoRNBLOWER. [Wttk tke fint tign qf tauatineM] Fve 
seen tbese people. Fve nothing more to say to them. 
I told 'em Fd ^ve 'em five pounds to cover their 
moving. 

Kllcrist. It doesn't occur to you that people, 
however humble, like to have some say in tiieir own 
fate? 
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HoRNBLomra. I never had aay of in mine tiU I 
liad the bnaa, and nobody ever will. It's all hypoc- 
ri^. You county folk are fair awful hypocrites. Ye 
talk about good form and all that sort o' thing. It's 
just the comfortable doctrine of the man in tlie saddle; 
sentimental varnish. Ye'ie every bit as hard as I am, 
underneath. 

Mrs. H. [Who had been gtandint 9«ry Ml alUhit 
livu] You fiatter ua. 

HoBNBLOWEB. Not at all. God helps those who 
*elp themselves — that's at tbe bottom of all religion. 
I'm goin' to help meself, and God's going to hdp me. 

Mrs. H. I admire your knowledge. 

HiLLCRiBT. We are in the right, and God helps 

BoRNBLOWXB. Don't ye believe it; ye 'aven't got 
the energy, 

Mrs. H. Nor perhaps the conceit. 

HoRNBLOWSR. [Tkrowing out hit for^nger] No, no; 
'tisn't conceit to believe in yourself when ye've got 
reason to. [The Jackmahb hate entered. 

HiufRiST. Fm voy sorry, Mn, Jackman, but I 
just wanted you to realise that Fve done my best with 
this g^itleman. 

Mas. J. [DoubffuUy] Yes, sir. I thought if you 
spoke for us, he'd feel different-like. 

HoRNBiiOwxB. One cottage is the same as another, 
missb. I made ye a fair offer of five pounds for tbe 
moving. 

Jackuak. [Sloidy] We wouldn't take fifty to go out 
irf that 'ouse. We brought up three children there, 
an* buried two tivm it. 
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MJRs. J. [To Mas. HillcbieitI We're attached to it 
like, ma'am. 

HnJxmsT. [To Hornbloweb] How would you like 
bong turned out of a place you were fond of ? 

HoBNBLOwxB. Not a bit But little conaideratioiis 
have to give w^ to big ones. Now, missis, Fll make 
it ten pounds, and II! said a wagon to shift your 
things. If that isn't fair — I Ye'd better accept, I 
shan't keep it open. 

The Jacemamh look at each other ; their faces 
ahow deep anger — and the question they ask 
each other is which wiil speak. 

Mas. J. We won't take it; eh. George? 

Jackuan. Ifot a farden. We come there when we 
was married. 

HoBNBLOwxR. [Throwttig out his finger] Ye're vety 
improvident folk. 

BlU«BiST. Don't lecture them, Mr. Homblower; 
they come out of this miles above you. 

HoBMBLOWBB. [Angtj/] WeD, I kos going to ^ve ye 
another week, but ye'll go out next Saturday; and take 
care ye're not late, or your things'Il be put out — in 
the rain. 

Una. H. [To Mbs. Jacxuah] Well send down for 

your things, and you can come to us for the time being. 

UJBS. Jackuan ^ops a ewisey ; her eyes stab 

HOBNBLOWSB. 

Jacdun. \Heav3iy, denchiag his fists] You're no 
gentleman I Don't put temptation id my way. that's 
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HoiiCHiST. [In a lau vmae] Jat^m&n ! 

HoBNBWwxB. [TriimphanUv] Yeheuthat? That's 
your protegee ! Keep out o' my way, me man, or Fll 
put tlie police on to ye for utterin' tlireata. 

HiLLCBiBT. You'd better go nov, Jwknun. 

[The Jacehahs move to &e door. 

Mbs. J. [Tumiag] M^^ youll rq>ent it some day, 
ur. [Thay go out, Mas. Hillcrist following. 

H<WNBLOWSit. We — ell, Fm BOiry they're sudi un- 
reasonable folk. I never met people with less notion 
of which side their bread wai buttered. 

Hillcrist. And I never met anyone so pachyder- 
matous. 

HoBKBLowBs. What's that, in Heaven's name ? Ye 
aeedn' wrap it up in long words now your good lady's 
gone. 

Bnucaan. [With digni^] I'm not going in for a 
slan^ng match. I resent your conduct much too 
deeply. 

HooNBLOWiiB. Look here, Hillcrist, I don't object 
to you personally; ye seem to me a poor creature that's 
bound to get left with your gout and your dignity; 
but of course ye can make yourself very disagreesUe 
before ye'ie done. Now I want to be the movin' 
spirit here. I'm full of plans. Tm goin' to stand for 
Fariiament; I'm goin' to make this a prosperous [dace. 
I'm a good-natured man if you'll treat me as such. 
Now, you take me on as a ndghbour and all that, and 
I'll manage without chimneys on the Centry. Is it a 
bargain? [Be holdi out kit hauL 
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HiLLCBisT. [Ignoring ii] I thought you said you 
didn't keep your wwd when it suited you to break it? 

HOBNBLOWEB. Now, don't get on the high horse. 
You and me could be very good hiends; but I can be 
a very nasty enemy. The chinmeys will not look nice 
from that windle, ye know. 

HiiiLCBiST. {Deeply cm^py] Mr. Homblower, if you 
think rU take your hand after this Jackman buHness, 
you're greatly ntistaken. You are proposing that I 
shall stand in with you while you tyrannise over the 
neighbourhood. Please realise that unless you leave 
those tenancies undisturbed as you said you would, we 
don't know each other. 

HoBNBLowBB. Well, that won't trouble me much. 
Now, ye'd better think it over; ye've got gout and 
that makes ye hasty. I tdl ye again: I'm not the man 
to mal% an enemy of. Unless ye're friendly, sure as 
I stand here I'll ruin the look of yout place. 

\The toot of a car i» heard. 
There's my car. I sent Cheaiiie and his wife in it to 
buy the Centiy. And make no mistake — he's got it 
in his pocket. It's your last chance. Hillcriot. Fm 
not averse to you as a man; I think ye're the best of 
the fossils round here; at least, I think ye can do me 
the moat harm socially. Come now ! 

[He haidi ouf hit hand agam. 

HmxatiaT. Not if you'd bought the Gentry ten 
times over. Your ways are not mine, and I'll have 
nothing to do with you. 

HOBNBLOWXR. [VeTy angry] Really! Is that so? 
Very well. Now ye're goin' to leam something, an' 
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it's time ye did. D'ye realise tliat I'm very nearly 
romid ye ? [He draws a circle slowlj/ in the air] I'm »t 
Uphill, the works are here, here's Longmeadow, here's 
the Gentry that I've just bought, there's only the 
Common left to give ye touch with the world. Now 
between you and the Common thoe's the high road. 
I come out on the high road here to your north, and I 
shall come out on it there to your west. When I've 
got me new works up on the Gentry, I shall be makin' 
a trolley track between the works up to the road at 
both ends, so my goods will be running right round ye. 
How'U ye like that for a country place 7 

For anavxT HnxcRUT, toko it angry beyond 
the -power qf speech, walks, forgetting to toe 
his stick, up to the French vAndtm. While 
he stands there, mith his back to Hobn- 
BLOWBR, the door L. itfiung open, and Jnji 
enters, preceding Cbables, his toife Chloz, 
and BoiiF. Chables is a goodishiooking, 
moustached young man of ahoid tKeniy-eight, 
wUh a white rim to the collar cf his waistcoat, 
and spats. He has his hand behind Chlob's 
back, as if to preoettt her titming tail. She 
is rather a handsome j/oung woman, with 
dark eyes, full red lips, and a suspicion of 
powder, a little under-dressed for the country. 
BoLF, who brings up the rear, it about twenty, 
with an open face and sHffish butter-coloured 
hair. JiUi runs over to her father at &e 
window. She has a bottle. 
Jiu» [8otto voce] Look, podo, I've brought the lot t 
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Im't it a treat, desr P^m? And here's the stuff. 
Hallo! 

The exclamation it iruiuced by the apprehension 
that there hat been a row. HiLLCRiaT givee 
a stiff liitle bow, remaining where he is in the 
mndow. Jill stay* dose to him, staring 
from one to the other, then blocks him qff and 
engages Atm in eonoersaOon. Chables has 
gone up to kts father, viho ha* rernmned 
malieioualy tHU, where he delivered hu laH 
spee^. Chlde and Rolt stand awktoardly 
waiHng betueea tiu fireplace and the door. 
HoRNBLOwis. Well, Chearlie? 
Chablbs. Not got it. 

HOBHBLOWBB. Noll 

Chables. rd practically got her to say she'd sell at 
three thousand five hundred, when that fdlow Dawker 
turned up. 

HoRHBLowiiB. That bull-terrier of a chap I Why, 
he was here a while ago. Oh — ho [ So that's it ! 

Chabus. I beard him gallop up. He came stnught 
for the <Ad lady, and got her away. What he said I 
don't know; but she came back looking wiser than an 
owl; said sEie'd think it over, thought she had other 

HoSNBLOWBB. Did ye t^ her she might have her 
price? 

Chablis. Practically I did. 

n>BIIBLOWXB. W^7 

Chablbs. She thought it would be fairer to put it 
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up to auction. There were other enquiries. Oh ! 
She'a a leefy old bird — reminds me of one of those pic- 
tures (d Fate, don't you know. 

HoBMBLOWEB. Auction ! Well, If it's not gone we'll 
get it yet That damned little Dawker! I've had a 
row with Hillcrist. 

Chables. I thought so. 

Thej/ are tumirtg cmdioualy to took at EiiA^ 
CBiBT, ichen Jnx atept forward. 

JujL. [Ftvtked and d^Urminedl That's not a bit 
sporting of you, Mr. Homblower. 

[At her laordt Bolf coma foneard too. 

HoBNBLowKB. Ye should hear both ddea before ye 
say that, missy. 

JUiU There isn't another side to tuniing out the 
Jackmans after you'd promised. 

HoBNBlOWEB. Oh ! dear me, yes. They don't mat- 
ter a row of gingerbread to the schemes I've got for 
betterin' this neighbourhood. 

Jill. I fiad been standing up for you; now I won't. 

HoKNBLOWBB. Dear, dear! What'll become of me? 

JtLL. I won't say anything about the oiher thing 
because I think it's braieath dignity to notice it. But 
to turn poor people out of thdr cottages is a shame. 

HoRNBLOwxR. Hoity me 1 

Rolf. [Suddenlj/] You haven't been doing that, 
father? 

Charles. Shut up, Rolf t 

HoBNBLowm. [Tuminn on Rolf] Hat Here's a 
league o' youth 1 My young whipper-snapper, keep 
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your mouth shut and leave it to your elders to know 
what's right. 

Under the weight qf thu rejoinder Bolt stands 
biting kit Hps. Then He throws kts head up. 

Rolf. I hate it! 

HoRNBLOWEB. [With real vewtm] Ob! Ye hate it? 
Ye can get out of my house, then. 

Jaih Free speech, Mr. Homblower; don't be vio- 
lent. 

HobnbIjOWSB. Ye're right, young lady. Ye can 
stay in my house, Bolf, and leun manners. Come, 
Cbearlie! 

JlLi^ [QuHe sctftly] Mr. Homblower I 

HiLLCRiBT. [From the window] Jill ! 

Jill. [Impatientiy] Well, what's the good of it? 
Life's too short for rows, and too joUy ! 

RoLi*. Braro! 

HoBNBLowxB. [Who has shown a sign of toeakening] 
Now, look h«3« ! I will not have revolt in my family. 
Ye'U just have to learn that a man who's worked as 
I have, vho's risen as I have, and who knows the 
world, is the proper judge of what's right and wrong. 
Ill answer to God for me actions, and not to you young 
people. 

Jail. Poor God ! 

HoRNBLOWEK. [Qenvittdy shocked\ Ye blasphemous 
young thing! [To Rolf] And ye're just as bad, ye 
young freethinker. I won't have it 

HiLLCRisT. [Who has come dovm, Righi\ 3Vi., 1 wish 
you would kindly not talk. 

Jill. I can't help it 
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Chables. [Putting Hi arm Otnmgk HfntHBLOWXB'sl 
Come along, father I Deeds, not words. 
HOBNBLOWXB. Ay! Deeds! 

Mas. HnjjCRiBT and Dawxkb have etderad bg 
the Frendi vnndofo. 
Mbb. H. Quite right! 

\They aU turn and look at her. 
Hdbnbiowxb. Ah! So ye put your dog on to it. 
[Be ihroux out hiijmgar at Dawxzr] Very smut, thftt 
— I give ye credit 

Mbs. H. [Pointing to Csuots, Aoho hat itood bg her- 
edf, forgcMen and uaoon^orUAle (Arou^Aout the teene] 
M^ I ask who this lady is? 

Chloe tuma round ttarded, and her tamtg bag 
dips down her drui to the fioor. 
BoRMBLOWER. No, ma'am, ye may not, for ye know 
perfectly well. 

Jill. / brought her in, mother. [She vunea to Cblok's 
tide]. 
Mas. H. WSi you take her out again, then. 
SnAJcsmt. Amy, have the goodness to lemem- 

Mbs. H. That this is my house so far as ladies are 



Jill. Idother! 

She looks attonished at C^oos, idAo, abotd to 
wpeak, doee not, patting her eyet, troCA a queer, 
hidj-toared exprettioin, from Mas. HiMjCMBT 
to Dawxmb. 
[To Chloe] Vm awfully soiry. Come on! 

[They pf> out, £^. Rou hurriet ajler tStm. 
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Chablzs. You've insulted my wife. Why P What 
do you mean by it ? 

[Mrs. Hillcsist aimpty nmUi. 

Hiux^BiBT. I apologise. I regret extremely. There 
b no reason why the ladies of your family or of mine 
should be involved in our quarrel. For Heaven's soke, 
let's fight like gentlemen. 

HoRNBLOWER. Catchwords — sneers! No; we'll play 
what ye call a skin game, Hillcrist, without gloves aa; 
we won't spare each other. Ye look out for yourselves, 
for, begod, after this morning Z mean business. And 
as for you, Dawker, ye sty dog, ye think yourself very 
clevor; but Fll have the Gentry yet Come, Chearlie ! 
Theg go out, patnng Jiu^ uAo is coming in 
again, in Ike doorway. 

BiLLCBiBT. Well, Dawker? 

Dawker. [Grinning] Safe for the moment. The old 
lady'll put it up to aucticm. Couldn't get her to budge 
from that. Says she don't want to be unneighbourly 
to either. But, if you ask me, it's mcmey she smells ! 

Jill. [Advancing] Now, mother! 

Mna. H. Well? 

Jill. Why did you insult her? 

Mrs. H. I think I only asked you to take hn out. 

Jill. Why? Even if she is Old Combustion's 
daughta-in-Iaw ? 

Mrs. H. My dear Jill, allow me to judge the sort 
of acquuntances I wish to make. [She looks at Dawksr. 

Jill. She's all right. Lots of women powder and 
touch up their lips nowadays. I think she's rather a 
good sort; she was awfully upset. 
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Mhs. H. Too upset. 

JtiiL. Oh! don't be so mysterious, mother. If you 
know something, do spit it out ! 

Mbs. H, Do you wish me to — er — "spit it out," 
Jack? 

HiLLCBiBT. Dawker, if you don't mind 

Dawk£b, uidA a nod, pa»»e» auay out <^ the 
Frenek window. 
JUl, be respectful, and don't talk like a bargee. 

JUiL. It's no good. Dodo. It made me ashamed. 
It's just as — as caddish to insult people who haven't 
said a word, in your own house, as it is to be — old 
Homblower. 

Mrs. H. You don't know what you're talking 
about. 

HnjjCBiST. What's the matter with young Mrs. 
Homblower? 

Mrs. H. Excuse me. I shall Iraep my thoughts to 
mysdf at present. 

She looks caidly at Jill, and goei out through 
the FreruA window. 

HiLLCBisr. You've thoroughly upset your mother, 
JiU. 

JiUh It's something Dawker's told her; I saw them. 
I don't like Dawker, father, he's so common. 

H1LLCBI8T. My deu, we can't all be uncommon. 
He's got lots of go. You must apologise to your 
mother. 

Jiu- [Shakijig her duibed hair] They'll make you 
do things you don't s^prove of. Dodo, if you don't 
look out Mother's fearfully bitter when she gets her 
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knife in. If old Honiblowra's disgusting, it's no reason 
we should be. 

HtLLCBiBT. So you think I'm ci^ble — that's nice, 
JiUI 

Jill. No, no, darling! I only wont to warn you 
solemnly that mother'll tell you you're fighting fair, 
no matter what she and Dawker do. 

HiLLCBiBT. [SmtUng] Jill, I don't think I ever saw 
you so serious. 

JiUk No. Because — [She ruxdlmot a lump in her 
lAnxit] Well — I was just beginning to enjoy myself; 
and DOW — everything's going to be bitt«r and beastly, 
with mother in that mood. That horrible old man ! 
Oh. Dodo 1 Don't let them make yau horrid I You're 
sudi a darling. How's your gout, ducky P 

HiUiCSiBT. Better; lot better. 

Jill. There, you see 1 That shows I It's ginng to 
be half intercstjng for you, but not for — us. 

&LLC3IBT. Look here, Jill— is there anything be- 
tween you and young what's-his-name — B<^? 

Jill. [Biting her lip] No. But — now it's aU 
spoiled. 

Hn.LCfn8T. You can't expect me to regret that. 

Jill. I dtm't mean any tosh about love's young 
dream; but I do like being friends. I want to enjon 
things. Dodo, and you can't do that when everybody's 
on the hate. You're going to wallow in it, and so 
shall I — c^ 1 1 know I shall ! — ^we shall all wallow, and 
think of nothing but "one for his nob." 

HiLLCBiBT. Aren't you fond of your home? 

Jill. Of coune. I love it 
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HiLLCRiBT. Wdl, you won't be kUe to live in it 
unleas we stop that ruffian. Cbimaeys and UDoke, 
tlie tnes cut down, piles of pots. Every Und of 
abominatioti. Tbne! [Bepomtt] Imagine I [Btpomtt 
through the French mndow, at if he could $ee those Mm- 
neyt rieing and mamag the beauty qf the Jlddi] I wm 
bora here, and my father, and bis, and hia> and hia. 
The? loved tbose fields, and those old trees. And this 
barbarian, with his "improv^nent" schemes, forsooth I 
I learned to ride in the Gentry meadows — prettiest 
spring meadows in the w<H-ld; I've climbed every tree 
there. Why my father ever sold — ~-l But who 
could have imagined tbisP And come at a bad mo- 
ment, when money's scarce. 
Jill. [Cuddling hit arm] Dodo! 
HiLLCBiBT. Yes. But you don't love the i^ace as 
I do, Jill. You youngsters don't love anything, I 
sometimes tT'inlr. 
Jill. I do. Dodo, I do ! 

HoiLCBisT. You've got it all beftwe you. But you 
may live your life and never find anything so good and 
so beautiful as this old home. Vm not going to have 
it spoiled without a fight 

Comcioue c^htumg bdrayed eentimsni, he viaUu 
out at the French trindou, paeeing mBOf/ to 
the Kf^ Jill, foOowing to the window, 
look*. Then thromng back her head, the 
elaepa her hande bdtind it. 
ftUb Oh — oh — oh I 

A wnee hehmd her toy, "Jiu.t" Sh» tume 
and iiarie hack, leamng againet the right Ua- 
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td cf the windaw. Rolf appeart outtide 
ihe wmdmBSrom Ltft. 
Who goes there P 

BoLF. {BvUreMed against the L^t lintd] Enemy — 
after Chloe's bag. 

JiLii. Pass, enemy ! And all's ill ! 

BoLP jKuaes through ihe window, and retrieves 
the vanitj/ bag from, the floor vtkere Cbios 
dropped it, then again taket hie Hand againet 
the Left linl^ oj ihe French window. 

RoLP> It's not going to make any diSerence, is it P 

Jnji. You know it is. 

Bolt. Sins of the fathers. 

Jnx. Unto the third and fourth genostions. What 
sin has my father committed P 

Rou'. None, in a way; only, Tve often told you I 
don't see why you should treat us as outsiders. We 
don't like iL 

Jnx. Well, you shouldn't be. then; I mean, he 
shouldn't be. 

BoLF. Father's just as human as your fath»; he's 
wrapped up in us, and all his "getting on" is for us. 
Would you like to be treated as your mother treated 
ChloeP Your mother's set the stroke for the other 
big-wigs about here; nobody calls on Chloe. And why 
notP Why not? I think it's contemptible to bar 
people just because they're new, as you call it, and have 
to make their position instead of having it left them. 

Jill. It's mA because they're new, it's because — if 
your father behaved like a gentleman, he'd be treated 
like one. 
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BoLF. Would he ? I don't believe it. My father's 
a vtry able man; he thinks he's entitled to have inBu- 
ence here. Well, everybody tries to keep him down. 
Ob! yea, they do. That makes him mad and mare 
determined than ever to get his way. You ought to 
be just, Jill. 

3tLL. I am just. 

BoLF. No, you're not. Besides, what's it got to do 
with Charlie and Chloe? Chloe'a particulorty harm- 
leas. It's pretty sickening for her. Father didn't ex- 
pect people to call until Charlie married, but since ' 

Jill. Z think it's all very petty. 

Bolt. It u — a dog-in-the-manger buuneas; I did 
think yau were above it 

Jnx. How would you like to have your home spoiled? 

BOLF. I'm not going to ai^e. Only things don't 
stand still. Homes aren't any more proof against 
change than anything else. 

Jill. All right t You come and try and take oura. 

Bolt. We don't want to take your home. 

Jiuu Like the Jackmans'? 

BoLF, All right. I see you're hopelessly prejudiced. 
[He tum» to go. 

Jill. [JuH at heia vanithing — >oflly] Enemy? 

BoLF. [Turning] Yea, enemy. 

Jill. Before the battle— let'a shake handa. 

They move from the luiUh and grasp eaeh 
other's hands in the centre of the French 
window. 
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ACT II 



SCENE I 



A billiard room m a pronncial hold, v^iere thinft an 
bought and sold. The scene is set well forward, 
and is not very broad ; it represents the auctioneer's 
end c^ lite room, hamng, rather to stage Left, a narrsno 
table loiik ttBO (Aairs faetnn the audience, tehere the 
audioneer toiU sit and stand. The table, tcAi'cA is 
set foncard fo the footlights, is littered wilk green^ 
covered pariioulars of sale. The audience are in 
^eel public and bidders. There is a door on the 
L^, leed with the table. Along the back wall, behind 
the ttdAe, are two raited benches with two steps up to 
them, euch as billiard rooms qften haoe, divided by 
a door in the middle of a wall, which is panelled in 
oak. Late September sunlight is coming from a 
skylight (not visible) on to these seats. The stage is 
empty when the curtain goes up, but Dawxxb and 
Mrs. Hillcbibt are just entering through the door 
at ^ bade. 

Dawker. Be out of tbeir way here, ma'un. See old 
BOToblover with Chearlie? 

[ff« points down to the audience. 
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tisB. H. It begins at three, doesn't it? 

Dawxeb. They won't be over-punctual; there's only 
the Gentry selling. There's young Mra. Homblower 
with the other boy — [Poiniing] over at the entrance. 
I've got that chap I told you of down from town. 

Mrs. H. Ah ! make sure quite of her> Dawker. Any 
mistake would be fatal. 

Dawker. [Nodding] That's right, ma'am. Lot of 
people — always spore time to watch an auction — ever 
remark that? The Duke's agent's here; shouldn't be 
surprised if he chipped in. 

iSsB. H. Where did you leave my husband ? 

Dawkxr. With Miss Jill, in the courtyard. He's 
coming to you. Di case I miss him, t«^ him when I 
reach his limit to blow his nose if he wants me to go 
on; when he blows it a secoDd Ume, I'll stop for good. 
Hope we shan't get to that. Old Homblower doesn't 
throw his money away. 

Mbs. H. What limit did you settle? 

Dawker. Six thousand ! 

Mrs. H. That's a fearful price. WeD, good luck to 
you, DawkcT ! 

Dawkzb. Good luck, ma'am. Til go and see to 
that little matter of Mrs. Chloe. Xever fear, we'll do 



He voinka, tayt kiafinfer on the aide cf hit now, 
and goet out at the door. 

Mbs. Hillcrist mowda the ttoo itepa, tUa down 
Right of the door, and puia up a pair of 
long-handled sfiaatea. Through the door be- 
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kind her came Chlob avd Rolf. She make* 
a sign for him la go, and thtdt the door. 

Chloii. [At the foot uj the tUpt — in the gangway — m 
a dighUy common accent] Mrs. Hillcrist I 

Mrs. H. [Not quite startini/] I beg your pudon? 

Chlob. [Again] Mrs. HUkrist 

Mbs. H. WeU? 

Chlob. I never did jrou any lunn. 

BIbs. H. Did I ever say you did? 

Chlob. No; but you act as if I bad. 

Mbs. B. I'm not aware that I've acted at aD — as 
yet. You are nothing to me. enept as one of your 
family. 

Cholb. Tisn't I tliat wants to spoil your home. 

Mbs. H. Stop them then. I see your husband down 
there witlt his father. 

Chlob. I — I have tried. 

iSaa. H. [tooking at ker] Oh [ I suppose such men 
don't pay attenti<m to what women ask them. 

Cbix)B. [TTttA a fioih of tpiriil I'm fond of my hus- 
band. I 

Mbs. H. [Looking at her tteadilg] I don't quite know 
why you apokt to me. 

Chlob. [With a tort qf folhetie ttiOennett] I only 
thought perhaps you'd like to treat me as a human 
being. 

Mbs. E. Beally, if you dcm't mind, I should like to 
be left alone just now. 

Chlob. [I7nAapj>% aoguuwem^ Certainly I ni'goto 
the other end. 
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She mavei to ike L^, laoiadt the steps and silt 

down. 
Rolf, lookiTig in Ikrtmgh the door, and teeing 
where she it, joint her. Mrs. Hillcrist re- 
tetUet herteif a HtUe Jurther in on the Right. 
Rolf. {Bending over to Chlok, t^ter a glance at Mrs. 
HiLLCBiar] Are you all right ? 
Chloe. It's awfully hot. 

She font herself with the particulars of s<de. 
Rolf. There's Dawker. I hate that chap ! 
Chlob. Where? 
Rolf, Down there; see? 

He pmnts down to stage Right of the room. 
Cbloe. [Draimng back in her seat with a little gasp] 
Oh! 

Rolf. [Not noticing] Who's that next him, looking 
up here? 
Chlob. I don't know. 

She has raised her auction programme rudderdy, 
and aits fanning herse^, eareftiUj/ screening 
her face. 
Rolf. [Looking at her] Don't you feel well? Shall 
I get you some water ? [He gett up at her nod. 

As he reaches the door, Hillcrist and Jill 
eoTtte in. Hillcrist pattei him cAttratiedly 
with a nod, and tits down betide hit wife. 
Jill. [7*0 Rolf] Come to see us turned out? 
Rolf. [EmphaticaUy] No. I'm looking after Chloe; 
she's not well. 

Jill. [Glancing id her] Sorry. She needn't have 
come, t suppose F [Rolf deigns no antwer, and goet out. 
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Jill glaneea at Chloe, tkea at her parents talk- 
ing in low wneea, and titt down next her 
father, toko maket room for her. 

Mrs. H. Can Dftwker see you there. Jack? 

[HiLLCRiBT nods- 
What's the time? 

HiLLCRtBT. Three mmutes to three. 

Jnih Don't you feel beastly all down the backs of 
your legs. Dodo? 

HiLLcaisT. Yes. 

Jill. Do you, mother? 

Mb8. H. No. 

Jill. A wagon of old Hombtower'a pots passed while 
we were in the yard. It's an omai. 

Mbs. H. Don't be foolish, Jill. 

Jill. Look at the old brute t Dodo, hold my hand. 

Mrs. H. Make sure you've got a handkerchief. Jack. 

HiLLCRisT. I can't go beyond the six thousand; I 
shall have to raise every penny <m mort^fage as it is. 
The estate simply won't stand more. Amy. 

He fedt in hit breast pocket, and pulls up tke 
edge cf Ma handkerchi^. 

Jill. Ohl Look! There's Miss MuUius, at the 
back; just come m. Isn't she a spidery old chip ? 

Mbs. H. Come to gloat Beally, I think her not 
accepting your offer is disgusting. Her impartiality is 
all humbug. 

HiLLCBUT. Can't blame h» for getting what she 
can — it's human nature. Phew! I used to feel like 
this before a twa voce. Who's that nest to Dawker ? 

Jill. What a fish ! 
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Mxa. H. [To hwaeif] Ah I yes. 

Ber eye» Aide round at Chlob, tiUing nwtioti- 
leu and rather tunk in her aeat, alowl}/ fan- 
ning ken^ mih the particiiiara c^ the tale. 
Jack, go and offer her my smelting salta. 

HiLLCRisr. [Takwif the aalU\ Thank God for a 
human touch! 

M^. H. {Taken <Aack\ Oh ! I 

Jill. \Wi& a quitk look at her rnolher, nuUcking the 
taits] Zwill. [She goes over to Cbuob mih thsiaiit] Have 
a sniff; you look awfully white. 

Chloe. [Looking up, ttartiedl Oh I no thanks. I'm 
all right. 
Jill. No, do I You must [Chlox takes them. 

Jill. D'yon mind letting me see that a minute? 

She take* the particulara of the sale and atadiet 
it, but Chloe hae bwied the lovxr part qf 
her face in her hand and the tm^ing talts 
bottle. 
Beastly hot, isn't it? You'd better keep that. 

Cblog. [Ber dark e^» toom&rtnjr and uneasy] BolTs 
getting me some water. 

Jill. Why do you stay? You didn't want to come, 
did you? [Chloe ihakei her head. 

All right! Here's your water. 

She hands back the ■partievlars and slides over 

to her seat, passing Rolf in the gangway, 

vrith her chin well up. 

Msfi. HiLLCBiBT, who has watched Chloe and 

Jill and Dawksb tmd his friend, makes an 
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enquiring motemad iDUh her hand, but gele 
a disappoiniing anewer. 

Jill. What's the time. Dodo? 

HiUiCBiBT. [Zoabuijr of Am tcofcA] Three mmutes past. 

Jill. [Sighit^/] Oh, hell! 

HiLLCBsr. Jillt 

Jill. Sorry, Dodo. I was only thinkuig. Look! 
Hereheis! Phew !— isn't he ? 

Mrs. H. 'Sh! 

The AncnoNZEB eomea in Left and goet to th* 
tabk. He it a tqtuav, thoH, broum-faced, 
eomm4m4ot^mg man; with dipped grey hair 
fifing him Uke a cap, and a dipped grey 
mouetadie. His lids come doum oner hie 
guide eyee, tiU he can eee you very eharplg, 
and you can hardly eee that he can aee you. 
Be can break into a emile at any numient, 
ichidt ha* no oonneetion with him, as it were. 
By a certain hurt look, howeeer, vhen bidding 
ia slow, he dieelosei thai be is not mer^ an 
auctioneer, but has in him dements of the 
huTnan being. He can unrtk mih anyone, 
and ia drested in a tnt^-brovm, mat, with a 
penfeeUp unbuttoned toaiiteoat, a lau>, turned- 
down coUar, and smaU black and whiie eaUor- 
knot fte. While he ia teUling his papers, the 
HiLLCBiSTB aeSle Ihemsekes ienady. Cblob 
has drunk her uxOer and leaned back again, 
with the smelting aalts to her nose. Holf 
leans forward in the seat beside her, looking 
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ndemayt ai Jill. ^ Solicitob, with a grey 
beard, hatjoitied the AircTiomiER at hit table. 
Auctioneer. [Tapping the taiile] Sorry to diMppoint 
you, gentlemen, but I've only one property to o£Fer you 
to-<Uy, No. 1, The Gentry, Deepwater. The second 
on the parUcuIars has been withdrawn. The third — 
that's Bidcot, desirable freehold mansion and farmlands 
in the Parish of Kenway — we shall have to deal with 
next week. I sball be hsppy to sell it you then with- 
out reservation. [He looks again through the particulars 
in hit hand, gtmng the oudieTux Hme to readjuH them- 
tdeet to At* etatemenU] Now, geu'lemen, as I say, I've 
only the one property to seU. Freehold No. 1 — all 
that very desirable com and stock-rearing and parklilte 
residential land known as the Centry, Deepwater, 
unique picftxty — an A.l. chance to an A.l. audience. 
[With hit mile] Ought to make the price of the three 
, we thought we bad. Now you won't mind listening to 
the conditions of sale; Mr. Bliakard'U read 'em, and 
they won't wirry you, they're very short. 

He «tto down and giveg two little taps on the 

The SoucrroB rises and reads the conditions 
cf sale in a voice which no one praeticiMy 
can hear. Just as he begins to read these 
conditions cf sale, Charles Hornblower 
enters at back. He standi a mometd, glanc- 
ing round at the Hillcribts and twirling his 
moustache, then moves along to his wife and 
touches her. 
Charles. Chloe, aren't you well? 
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In the Hart which she gw>e», her faoe u fully 
rmeaied to the audience. 
Chables. Come along, out of the wtty of these 
people. 

Be jerks his head towards the Hiixcristb. 
Chlos gitxs a swift look down to the stage 
Right qf the audience. 
Chlox. No; Fm all right; it's hotto- there. 
Chableb. {To Rolf] Well, look after her — ^I must 
go back. 

RoLP nods. CharijES slidea back to the door, 

with a glance at the Hilicbibtb, qf whom 

Mas. HiLLCRiBT has been watching lii^ a 

lynx. He goes out, just as the Solicitob, 

finishing, tits down. 

AocTiONBEB. [Rising and lapping] Now, geii'lemen, 

it's not often a piece of land tike this comes into the 

market. What's that? [To a friend in front cf him] 

No better land in Deepwater — that's right, Mr. Spicer. 

I know the village well, and a charming place it is; 

perfect locality, to be sure. Now I don't want to 

winy you by smging the pruses of this pn^ierty; there 

it is — well-watered, nicely timbo^ — no reservation of 

the timb^i gen'lemen — no tenancy to hold you up; 

free to do what you like with it to-morrow. You've 

got a jewel of a site there, too; perfect podtion for a 

house. It lies between the Duke's and Squire Hill- 

crist's — an emerald isle. [With his smile] No allusicHi 

to Ireland, gen'lemen — perfect peace in the C^itry. 

Nothing tike it in the county — a gen'lemau's site, and 

you don't get that offered you every day. [He loot* 
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doan tmeardg Bobkblowbb, itage Left] Caniea Uie 
mmera] rights, and as you know, perhaps, there's the 
very valuable Deepwater clay there. What am I to 
start it at? Can I say three thousand? Well, any- 
thing you like to give me. I'm not particular. Come 
now, you've got more time than me, I expect. Two 
hundred acres of first-rate grazin' and comland, with 
a ute for a residence unequ^led in the county; and all 
the possibilities I Well, what shall I say 7 

[Bid from Spiceb. 
Two thousand? [IFttA his naile] That woa't hurt you, 
Mr. Spicer. Why, it's worth that to overlook the 
Duke. For two thousand ? 

{Bid from Horsbuowtsb, stage I/ft. 
And five. Thank you, sir. Two thousand five hun- 
dred bid. IToafriendjustbdow km. 
Come. Mr. Sandy, don't scratch your bead over it. 

[Bid front Dawkrr, Oage Right. 
And five. Three thousand bid for this desirable prop- 
erty. Why, you'd think it wasn't denrable. Come 
along, genlemen. A Uttle spirit. \A Aigkl pause. 

JnJ.. Why can't I we the bids. Dodo? 

Hnj/TRiHT. The last was Dawker's. 

AucnoNEBB. For three thousand. pic«NBLOWi!B] 
Three thousand five hundred? May t say four? lA 
bid from the eetUre] No, Fm not particular; I'll take 
hundreds. Hiree thousand six hundred bid. [Hobn- 
bloweb] And seven. Three thousand seven hundred, 
and [He pauses, quartering tha avdienee. 

Jill. Who was that. Dodo? 
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Kllcbist. Homblower. It's the Duke in the 
centre. 

AtJcnoNSXB. Come, genlemen, don't beep me all 
day. Four thousand may I aay? [Dawker] Thank 
you. We're beginnmg. And one? [A bid from the 
cetOrei Four thousand one hundred. [I^SMBLOWBbI 
Four thousand two hundred. May X have yours, sir? 
[7*0 Dawker) And three. Four thousand three hun- 
dred bid. No such site in the county, genlem^i. Tm 
going to sdl this land for what it's worth. You can't 
bid too much for roe. [He Mttfof] [HornbiawerI Four 
thousand five hundred bid. \Bid fnm lh» centre] And 
sa. [Dawkkb] And seven. [Hornblowsb] And nght. 
Nine, may I say ? iBvt Ike centre Jtta dried up] (Dawkkb] 
And nine. [Horhblowhh] five thousand. Five thou- 
sand bid. That's better; there's some spirit in it. 
For five thousand. 

\Be pattaet tehUe he vfeaka to the SoucnoB. 

HnjfBiBT. It's a duel now. 

AocnoNBXB. Now, gen'lemen, Fm not going to give 
this property away. Five thousand bid. [Dawkkb] 
And one. [Hornblowkr] And two. [Dawker] And 
three. Five tbousaad three hundred bid. And five, 
did you say, sir? [Hornblower] Five thousand five 
hundred bid. [He looks at hie particuiare. 

Jill. [Bather agonieed] £iiemy. Dodo. 

AiT(7noHKEB. This chance may never come again. 

"How youH regret it 

If you don't get it," 

as the poet says. May I say five thousand six hiin- 
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dred, sir? [Daweer] Five thousand ^ hundred bid. 
[Hornblowbr] And seven. [Daweer] And eight. For 
five thousand eight hundred pounds. We're gettin' on, 
but we haven't got the value yet. 

A slight pause, wftUe he wipea hU brow at the 
euecesa of hit own. tffortt. 
JiLb. Us. Dodo? 

"BoAJCBiSi nod*. JiLi. looks over at Rolf, whote 
face ia grimly »et. Chlog has never moved. 
Mas. HiLLCRiBT whispers to her husband. 
Auctioneer. Five thousand eight hundred bid. 
For five thousand eight hundred. Come along, 
genlemen, come along. We're not beaten. Thank 
you, sir. [Hobnbloweb] Five thousand nine hundred. 
And — ? [Dawker] Six thousand. Six thousand bid. 
Six thousand bid. For six thousand ! The Gentry — 
most desirable spot in the county — going for the low 
price oi six thousand. 
HiLLcsraT. IMultering] Low ! Heavens ! 
AucnONBBB. Any advance on six thousand ? Come, 
gen'lemen, we haven't dried up ? A little spirit. Six 
thousand? For six thousand? For sis thousand 
pounds? Very well, Fm selling. For six thousand 
once — [He tape] For six thousand twice — [He tape]. 
Jill. [Low] Oh ! we've got it ! 
Adctionxer. And one, sir ? ^obnbu>wbb] Six thou- 
sand one hundred bid. 

The SoLiciTOK touehee his arm and says some- 
thing, to which the AucnoNESR responds 
teiih a nod. 
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Mbs. H. Blow your nose. Jack. 

[H11.LCBIST blffot kit note. 

AtrcnONEBB. For six tboiuond one hundred. {Daw- 
kbb) And two. Thank you. [HoenblowbhJ And three. 
For six thousand three hundred. [Dawkbb] And four. 
For six thousand four hundred pounds. This coveted 
property. For six thousand four hundred pounds. 
Why, it's giving it away, gen'lemen. [A jxaae. 

Mbb. H. Giving! 

AucnoNXER. Six thousand four hundred bid. IHorn- 
blowib] And five. [Daweeb] And six. [Hornblowkb] 
And seven. [Dawxeb] And eight. 

A paiae, during wkidt, through the door Lift, 
aomeoM 1>eehm» to the SoIiIcitob, vAo ritet 
atidcoi\fen. 

HiLLCBiBT. [MuUerin^] I've done if that doesn't get 
it 

Auctioneer. For six thousand eight hundred. For 
six (bousaod eight hundred — once — [He lapt] twice — 
[He lapi] For the last time. This dominating site. 
[HoBMBumrBR] And nine. Thank you. For six thou- 
sand nine hundred. 

[HiLLcBtBT hoM fakm out Ait handkerthi^. 

JtLL. Ohl Dodo! 

Mbb. H. [Quiaering] Don't give id I 

AucnoNXEB. SevQo thousand may I say ? [Dawkbb] 
Seven thousand. 

Mbb. H. [WMapen] Keep it down; don't show 

Auctioneer. For seven thousand — going for seven 
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thousand — once — [Tapt] twice — [Tapi] [Hobitblowbr] 
And one. Thank you, dr. 

HiLLCRiBT UiMS hw nott. SiUL, ToUh a choke, 
kana back in her teat and fatda her anas 
tAgM/g on her ckeet. B£r8. HiuiChist ■pauet 
her handkerckief over her lipt, titUng peifedlj/ 
etiU. HiLiiCSiBT, loo, is mottonleaa. 
The AucnoNXBB has jiaiaed, and is iaikiny to 
the SoLiciTOB, who hat returned to hie teat. 
Mrs. H. Oh! Jack. 
JiLU Stick it, JDodo; stick it ! 

AttcnONSEB. Now, genlemen, I have a bid of seven 
thousand one hundred for the Gentry. And I'm in- 
structed to seQ if I can't get mote. It's a fair price, 
but not a big price. [To hie friend Mb. Spiceb] A 
thumpin' price? [With hie emOe] Well, you're a judge 
of thumpin', I admit. Now, who'll give me seven 
thousand two hundred? What, no one? Well, I 
can't make you, gen'lemen. For seven thousand one 
hundred. Once— [rap»] Twice—! rapsj. 

[JnjL titiere a Ut^ groan. 
HiLLCBiar. [Suddenly, in a qveer wiee] Two. 
AucnoNXER. [Tunang vrith eurpriae and locking up 
to receive Hillcbibt's nod\ Thank pou, sir. And two. 
Seven thousand two hundred. [Be tcrewe hinedf round 
10 ae to command both Billcbist and Hobnblowbb] 
May I have yours, sir? [Hobnblowkb] And three. 
[Hiucbibt] And tour. Seven thousand four hundred. 
For sevea thousand four hundred. [Hobhblowbb] Five. 
[Hillcbist] Sis. For seven thousand six hundred. [A 
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paiae] Wdl, genlemen, this is better, but a record 
property shid fetch a record price. The possibilities 
are enormous. [Hobnbloweb] Eight thousand did you 
aay, sir? Eight thousand. Going £«■ ei^t thousand 
pounds. [Hillcbist] And one. [Hobnbiowbb] And two. 
[Hiu^misTl And three, ^ohnblowbb] And four. [Hiu^ 
CRibt] And five. For eight thousand five hundred. A 
wonderful [woperty for ^ght thousand five hundred. 
[fie mpet his brmc. 

Jill, [Wkiajierinf] Oh, Dodo I 

Mbs. H. That's enough. Jack, we must slop some 
tune. 

AucnoNiiER. For eight thousand five hundred. 
Once — [Tapi] Twice — [Tapi] [HoBtrBLOwst] Six hun- 
dred. [HillciubtI Seven. May I have youn, nr? 
[Hornbloweb] Eight. 

Hiij£itiBT. Nine thousand. 

Mbb. Hillcbibt lookt at kirn, bitmt her Upt. 
but ht it quiie abiorbed. 

AncnoNBEB. Nine thousand for this astounding 
pnqterty. Why, the Duke would pay that if he realised 
he'd be overiooked. Now, wr? [To Hobmblower. 
No r^^onM' Just a little raise on that [No mporue.] 
For nine thousand. The Gentry, Deepwater, for nine 
thousand. Once— trap*] Twice— [Taji*]. 

JiUk ^nier htr breaU^OaiiX 

A V(HCii. [From /or back in the eentre] And five 
himdred. 

AocnornxB. [SwpriMd and throwing onii hit armt 
kneardt the toice] And five hundred. For nine thou- 
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sand five hundred. May I have yours, sir? [He Umkt 
at HosNBLOwziR. No response.] 

[The SouctToB tpeaka to Mm. 

Mbs. H. [Wkupering] It must be the Duke again. 

HiLLCBiBT. [Ptuiing hia hand over hia bnw] l^t's 
stopped him, anyway. 

AncnoNXBR. [Looking at Hillckibt] For nine thou- 
sand five hundred? [Hillchibt ahaket hit head.] 
Once more. The Ceatry, Deepwater, for nine thou- 
sand five hundred. Once— [raps] Twice— ITopsl [Be 
pauses and looks again at Hornblowzb and Hillcbist] 
For the last time — at nine thousand five hundred. 
[Taps] [With a look towards the bidder] Mr. Smalley. 
WeU r IWiih great eaUifadioa] That's that ! No more 
to-day, gen'lemen. 

The AucnoNiXB and SoucnOR buss them- 
selves. The room begins to empty. 

Mbs. H. SmaUey? Smalley? Is that the Dulce's 
agent? Jack! 

HtiiLCBiST. [Coming out of a sort of eama, t^ter the 
excitement he has been going tkrmtg)^ What ! What ! 

Jill. Oh, Dodo ! How splendidly you stuck it ! 

HiLLCBiBT. Phew! What a squeak! I was clean 
out of my depth. A mercy the Duke chipped in again. 

Mbs. H. [Loo}nng at Rolf and Cbloe, who are 
standing up asifaiowl to go] Take care; they can hear 
you. Find Dawker, Jack. 

Below, the AucnoNSSB and Solicitor take up 

their papers, and move out Left. 
Hillcbist stretches himself, standing up, as 



^oiizodbyGoogle 



Bc. I THE SKCN GAME 55 

^ lo throtB qff &e atnUR. T/u door behind 
ia opened, and Hoshblower appears. 

HoRNBLOWER. Ye ran me up s pretty price. Ye 
bid very pluckily, Hillcrist. But ye didn't quite get 
my measure. 

HnxcRiBT. Oh ! It was my nine thousand the Duke 
capped. Thank God, the Gentry's gone to a gentle- 
man! 

HoHHBLOwm. The Duke P [He laughs] No, the Gen- 
try's not gone to a gentleman, nor to a fool. It's gone 
to me. 

Kllcrist. What! 

H(«nbijOwbr. Pm sorry for ye; ye're not fit to 
manage these things. Well, it's a monstrous price, 
and I've bad to pay it because of your obstinacy. I 
shan't forget that when I come to build. 

Hillcrist. D'you mean to say that bid was for 
you? 

HoRNBLowER. Of couTse I do. I told ye I was a 
bad man to be up agunst. Perhaps yell believe me 
now. 

HiLLCBiBT. A dastardly trick ! 

HoRMBLOWER. [WUh venom] What did ye call it — a 
skin game? Remember we're playin' a skin game. 
Hillcrist. 

Hillcrist. [Clenehinji hit JUU] If we were youngs 
men 

HoBNBLOWER. Ay I 'Twouldn't look pretty for us 
to be at fisticuffs. We'll leave the fightin' to the young 
ones. [He glancet at Rolp and Jill; svddetdj/ throwing 
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Old Am finger at Rolf] No makb' up to that young 
womaa! I've watched ye. And as for you, missy, 
you leave my boy alone. 

Jill. \Wiih aappretted jxusvm] Dodo, m^ I spit in 
his eye or something? 

HiLLCBisT. Sit down. 

Jiu. siit dawn. He elands b^ween her and 

You've won this round, sir, by a foul blow. We shall 
see whether you can take any advantage of it. I be- 
lieve the law can stop you ruining my property. 

HoBNBLOWEB. Make your mind easy; it can't. Fve 
got ye in a noose, and I'm goin' to bang ye. 

Mbs. H. [Svdd^t/] Mr. Homblower, as you fight 
foul — so shall we. 

HiLLCBiBT. Amy! 

Mhs. H. [Paying no attention] And it will not be 
foul play towards you and yours. You are outside 
the pale. 

HoHJffBLowER. That's just wh«re I am, outside your 
pale all round ye. Ye're not long fw Deepwater, 
ma'am. Make your dispositions to go; ye'll be out in 
six months, I prophesy. And good riddance to the 
neighbourhood. [Thqf are ail down on the Ueel row. 

Chloe. [Suddenly coming eloaer to Mbs. Hillcbibt] 
Here are your salts, thank you. Father, can't you — P 

HoBNBLOWER. {Svirpriaed\ Can't I what P 

Chloe. Can't you come to an arrangement? 

Mrs. H. Just so, Mr. HornUower. Can't you? 

HoRNBLOWER. [LofAing front one to the other] As 
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we're speakhi' out, ma'am, if s your behftviour to my 
daughter-inJaw— who's as good as you — and better, 
to my thinkii^ — that's more than half the reason why 
Tve bought this property. Ye've fair got my dander 
up. Now it's no use to bandy words. It's very for- 
givin' of ye, Chioe, but come al<mg ! 

Mas. H. Quite s^ously, Mr. Hcmblowo', you had 
betta eome to an arrangement. 

fioRNBLowEB. Mts. HiUoist, ladies should keep to 
their own business. 

Mbs. H. IwilL 

HiLLcaoBT. Amy, do leave it to us men. You young 
man [He tpeaJct to Rolf] do you support your father's 
trick this aftonoon P 

Jru> looks round at Rolf, who trie* to rpeak, 
when HoBKBLowBB Iveaka in. 

HoRHBLOWBB. My trick? And what d'ye call it, 
to try and put me own scm against me? 

Jill. [To Rolf] Well? 

Rolf. I don't, but 

HoBNBLOWBR. Trick? Ye young cub, be quiet. 
Mr. Hillcrist bad an agent bid for him — I had an agent 
bid for me. Only his agent bid at the beginnin'. an' 
mine bid at the end. What's tlie trick in that? 

\He laugh. 

HiiJ.CBtaT. HopeUsa; we're in diffoent worlds. 

HoKNBLOWXB. I Wish to God we were 1 Come you, 
Chloe. And you, Bolf, you follow. In six months I'll 
have those clumneys up, and me I<nTie8 runnin' 
round ye. 



^oiizodbyGoogle 



58 THE SKIN GAME act u 

Mbs. H, Mr. Hornblower, if you bu3d 

HoiiNBU)WBR. [Lookinn at Mbs. Hiu^cbist] Ye 
know — it's laughable. Ye make me pay nine thou- 
sand five hundred for a bit o' land not worth four, and 
ye think I'm not to get back on ye. I'm goin' on with 
as little consideTation as if ye were a famDy of black- 
beetles. Good attemooD I 
Rolf. Father! 

Jiu.. Oh, Dodo ! He's obscene. 
HiiiLCRiST. Mr. Hornblower, my compliments. 

HoRNBLOwsR, wUh a tfare at Hhjjgrist's 
haff-»mUinff face, take* Chloe'b arm, and 
ha^ draga her towards Ae door on the L^. 
But Aere, in the opened doorviay, are efand- 
ing Dawkbb and a St&anqkr. They mote 
juA out (^ &e toay qf (Ae exit, looking at 
Cblob, vAo neayi and very nearly falU. 
HoiiNBM>wEE. Why! Chloel What's the matter? 
Cau>£. I don't know; I'm not well to-day. 

[She puUe Herself together mlh a great ^ort, 
Mbs. H. [Who has exchanged a nod tottA Dawkes 
OMd ike Stbanoeb] Mr. Hornblower, you build at your 
peril. I warn you. 

HOBNBLOWIB. [Titming round to gpeak] Ye think 
yourself very cool and very smart. But I doubt thb 
is the first time ye've been up against realities. Now, 
I've been up against them all my life. Don't talk to 
me, ma'am, about peril and that sort of nonsense; it 
makes no impression. Your husband called me pachy- 
dermatous. I don't know Greek, and Latin, and all 
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tbat, but I've locAecl it out in the dictioiiary> and I 
find it means thiclE-sldnned. And I'm none tlie worse 
for tliat wlien I liave to deal with folk like you. Good 
Aftemo(»L 

He iraat CBUaafonoard, and they paw through 
the door, followed quicUy by Rolf. 
Mm. H. Thank you, Dawker. 

She moeee up to Dawkxb and the Strangbb, 
L^, and they iaik. 
Jill. Dodo! It'a awful t 

HiLLCRrar. Well, there's Dothtog for it now but to 
■mile and pay up. Poor old home! It ahaO be hia 
wash-pot Over the Gentry will he cast his shoe. By 
Gad, Jm. I could cry ! 

Jill. IPoiniing] Look! Ghloe's sitting down. She 
neariy fainted just now. It's something to do with 
Dawker, Dodo, and that man with him. Look at 
mother! Ask them! 
HiUiCBlST. Dawker] 

Dawkxb emiiea to kim,fotlowed by Mbb. Hill- 

CBIST. 

What's the mystery about young Mrs. Hwublower? 
Dawksr. No mystery. 
HiLLCHiBT. Well, what is it? 
Mna. H. You'd better not ask. 
HiiTnuer. I wish to know. 
Mbs. H. 3Si, go out and wait tar us. 
Jill. Nonsense, mother! 
Mrs. H. It's not for a girl to hear. 
Jill. Bosh I I read the papers every day. 
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Dawkbb. It's Qotbin' worse tbsn you get tbere, any- 
way. 

Mfia H. Do you wish your <l*ugliter 

Jill. It's ridiculous, Dodo ; you'd tiiink I was toother 
St my age. 

iSsB. H. I was not so proud of my knowledge. 

Jill. No, but you had it, dear. 

Hnjjcaie.T. What is it — what is it? Come over 
heK, Dawker. 

Dawkeb goM to kan. Right, and tpeakt in a 
low voice. 
What ! [Again Dawkbb apeaict in a loa voice. 

GoodGodt 

Mbb. H. Exactly ! 

Jell, Poor thiog — whatever it ia I 

Mbs. H. Poor thing? 

JiUb What went before, mother? 

IfBS. H. It's what's coming titer that matters, 
luckily. 

HiLLCRisT. How do you know this? 

Dawker. My friend here [Be powU to the Stbanobb] 
was one of the agenta. 

HiLLCKiBT. It's shocking. Fm sorry I heard it 

BCbb. H. I told you not to. 

HiLLcBiBT. Ask your friend to come here. 

Dawkxr beckons, and the Strangzb johm the 

Are you sure of what you've said, sir? 

Stranoeb. Perfectly. I remember h«t quite well; 
her name then was 

HiLLCBiBT. I don't want to know, thank you. Fm 
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truly sorry. I wouldn't wiah the knowledge of that 
about his womenfolk to my wont enemy. Thb mustn't 
be apoken of. [Jnjj hugs kii arm. 

Mae. H. It will not be if Mr. Hombbwer is wise. 
If he is not wise, it must be spoken of. 

Rn.i/TPHtT. I say no. Amy. I won't have it It's 
a dirty weapon. Who touches pitch shall be defiled. 

Mbb. H. Well, what we^x>na does he use against 
us? Don't be quisotic. For all we can tell, they 
know it quite well already, and if they don't they 
ought to. Anyway, to know this is our salvation, and 
we must use it. 

Jill. [SoOovoce] Pitch! Dodo! Fitch! 

Dawkek. The threat's enough I J.F.—Chapel— 
Future member for the constituency 

BiLLCBJBT. [A imie more doub^vUy] To use a piece 
of knowledge about a woman — it's repugnant. I — ^I 
wtm't do it. 

Mas. H. If you had a son tricked into marrying 
such a woman, would you wish to remain ign(»ant of 
it? 

HiLLCRisT. [Strwik] I don't know — I don't know. 

Mrs. H. At least you'd like to be in a position to 
help him, if you thought it necessary ? 

HiLLCBisT. Well — ^tbat — perhaps. 

Kbis. H. Then you agree that Mr. Homblower at 
least should be told. What he does with the knowledge 
is not our affair. 

HiLLCBisT. [BalJ to the Strakoeb and ha^f to Daw- 
UEB] Do yoa realise that an imputation of that kind 
may be ground for a criminal libel action ? 
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Sthanqeb. Quite. But tliere's no shadow of daubt; 
not the funteat. You saw her just now ? 

HiLLCRiBT. I did. [BevMng again] No; I don't like 
it 

Dawkes has drawn the Stsangkb a tUp or 
tteo amty, and they talk together. 

Mbs. H. [In a ha voice] And the ruin of our home 7 
You're betraying your fathers. Jack. 

HlLLCBlST. I can't bear bringing a woman into it 

Mbb. H. We don*t If anyone brings her in, it will 
be Hwnblower himself. 

HOiLCKiST. We use her secret as a lever. 

Mrs. H. I tell you quite plunly: I will only con- 
sent to holding my tongue about her, if you agree to 
Hornblower being told. It's a scandal to have a 
woman like that in the neighbourhood. 

Jyi.T.. Mother metuis ih&t, father. 

HiLLCBXBT. Jill, keep quiet. This is a very bitter 
position. I can't tell what to do. 

Mbs. H. You must lue this knowledge. You owe 
it to me — to us alL You'll see that when you've 
thought it over. 

JujL. [Sqftl]/] Pitch. Dodo, pitch ! 

Mbb. H. [Furiously] Jill, be quiet t 

HiLLCBJST. I was brought up never to hurt a woman. 
I can't do it. Amy — ^I can't do it I should never feel 
like a gentleman again. 

Mbb. H. [Coldly] Oh! Very weU. 

HiLLCBiST. What d'you mean by that? 

Mrs. H. I sball use the knowledge in my own way. 
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HiLLCRisT. {Staring at her] You would — against my 

Mrs. H. I con^der it my duty. 

HiLLCBisT. K I agree to Homblower being told 

Mbs. H. That's aU I want. 

HiLLCitiBT. It's the utmost Fll consent to. Amy; and 
don't let's have any humbug about its being morally 
necessary. We do it to save our skins. 

Mbs. H. I don't know what you mean by humbug ? 

Joi. He means humbug, mother. 

HiLLCsiBT. It must stop at old Homblower. Do 
you quite understand? 

Mbs. H. Quite. 

Jill. WiUitstop? 

Idiis. H. Jill, if you can't fceep your impertinence 
to yourself 

HiLLCBiBT. Jill, come with me. 

[He turtu toaarda door. Back. 

Jill. Fm sorry, mother. Only it m a skin game, 
isn't it? 

AfiiS. H. You pride youaelf on plain speech, ^. 
I pride myself on {rfain thought. You wilt thank me 
afterwards that I can see realities. I know we are bet- 
ter people than these Horabloweta. Here we are going 
to stay, and they — are not. 

JtUL. [Looking at her wiA a lort of imwiUing admira- 
tion] Mother, you're wonderful ! 

HiLLCBIBT. Jill! 

Jill. Coming, Dodo. 

She turru and runs to the door. They go out. 
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Mas. HiLLCRiST, mlh a lonff ligk, dratoa 
heneff up, fine and proud. 

Maa H. Dawker ! [He eonut to her. 

I shall send him a note to-night, and word it so that 
he will be bound to come and see us to-morrow morn- 
ing. Will you be in the study just before eleven 
o'clock, with this geaitleman 7 

Dawksb. [Nodding] We're going to wire for his 
partner. I'll bring him too. Can't make too sure. 
[She goes firmly up the slept and out. 

Daweer. [To the Stranoeb, wiih a toini] The 
Squire's squeamish — too much of a gentleman. But 
he don't count. The grey mare's all right. You 
wire to H^iry. I'm oS to our solicitca«. Well make 
that old rhinoceros sell us back the Gentry at a decent 
price. These Humblowers — [Laymg hie finger on kit 
tKw] We've got 'em ! 
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SCENE n 

Cblob's boudoir at haff-pari tevm the tame «(wiwv. A 
pntiii room. No pidurea on the walh, but two 
marrora. A ktmr and a luxuriout eoueh on the 
fireplace tide, itage L^. A door rother Right of 
Centre Back, opening imeardt. A Frendi mndoie. 
Right Jonoard. A writing tabk, Rtf^ Bade, Eleo- 
Iric Ught baming. 

Chlob, in a tea-gown, is ttanding by the forward end 
(jf the tofa, eery itHl, and eery pale. Her Kpt are 
parted, and her large eyea atare atraight Ufore them 
aa y teeing ghotU. The door ia opened noiaeletdy 
and a Wohan'b face ia teen. It peert at Chlob, 
eanuA«*, and the door it doted. Chlob raitet her 
handt, eoeert her eyet with them, dropt them toith a 
guide geiture, and bxAt round her. Ahuxk. With 
a ewift movement eke didet on to the aqfa, and Uei 
pnetrate, with eyea doaed. 

Chlob. [Fediy] Come in ! 

Her Maid mfar* ; a trim, contained figure cf 
uncertain yean, in a black dreta, toith the 
face wkieh tow peering in. 
Yes. Anna? 
Anna. Aroi't you going m to dinner, ma'am? 
Chlob. [With doted eyea] No. 
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Rolf. If there's a real chaace 

Chloe. [Ooing to the window and opening t(] Thia 
way, Rolf. If you don't come back I shall know he's 
coming. Put your watch by mine. [Looking at kit 
vmlch] It's a minute fast, see ! 

Rou'. Look here, Chloe 

Chlox. Don't wait; go on. 

She (dmod puakea him out tkrotigh the window, 
doaa it after him, drauu the eurtaim again, 
standi a minute, thinking hard ; goes to the 
bdl and rings it ; then, crotsing to the writing 
labU, Right Back, the takes out a chemisCa 
prescription. 

[Anna comes in, 
Chlob. I don't want that champagne. Take this 
to the chemist and get him to make up some of these 
cachets quick, and bring them back yourself. 
Anna. Yes, ma'am ; but you have some. 
Chloe. They're too oW; I've taken two — the 
strength's out of them. Quick, please; I can't stand 
this head. 

Anna. [Taking the prescription — with her smile] Yea, 

ma'am. It'll take some time — you don't want meP 

Chloe. No; I want the cachets. [Anna goes out. 

Chloe looks at her wrist-watch, goes to the 

writing-table, v^ieh is old-fashioned, with a 

secret drawer, looba rowid her, dixea at the 

secret drawer, takes out a roll of notes and a 

tissue paper parcel. She counts the wAe»: 

" Three hundred." Slips them into her breatt 
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and tmwrape the lit^ ■parcel. It amiaina 
j>earh. She alija them, too, mto her dreai, 
looks round itartled, replaces the drawer, and 
regains her place on the sqfa, lying prottraie 
as the door opens, and Hobkblowzs comes 
in. She does not open, her eyes, and he 
stands looking at her a moment before speak- 
ing. 
HoBNBLOWER. [Almoit softly] How are ye feelin', 
CMoe? 
Chlot. Awful head ! 

HoBNBLowKR. Can ye attend a moment? Fve Iiad 
a note from that woman. [Chi/ie eUs up. 

HoBMBiioWBit. [Reading] "I have something of the 
utmoflt importance to tell you in regard to your daugh- 
ter-in-law. I shall be wuting to see you at eleven 
o'clock to-morrow morning. The matter ia so utterly 
vital to the happiness of all your family, that I cannot 
! you will fail to come." Now, what's the 
![ of it? Is it sheer impudence, or lunacy, or 
what? 
C^LOB. I don't know, 

HoBNBLOWXB. [Not wiUn^y] Chloe, if there's any- 
thing— ye'd better teO me. Forewamed's forearmed. 
Chlob. There's nothing; unless it's — [With a quick 
look at Urn] — Unless it's that my father was a — a 
bankrupt. 

HoBNBi/>wiat. HechI Biany a man's been that. 
Ye've nevn told us much about your family. 
Chloe. I wasn't very proud of him. 
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HoENBLOWSB. Well, ye're not responsible for your 
tmtha. If tiiMX'a all, it's a relief. The bitter sn<^l 
111 ronember it in the account Fve got vith them. 

Chloe. Father, don't say anything to Charlie; it'll 
only wony him for nothing. 

HoBNBLOWER. Na, DO, I'll not. If I went bankrupt, 
it'd upset Cheailie. I've not a doubt. [He Utvglu. 
Looking at her ahrmndiy] There's nothing else, before I 
answer herP [Chlob ikakea ker head. 

Ye're sure ? 

Chloi. [With an ^ar(\ She may invent things, of 
floune. 

HoKNBLowBR. [Lotl in kit feud feding] Ah! but 
there's such a thing as the laws o' slander. If U>ey 
play pranks, I'll have them up for it 

Chlob. [Timidli/] Couldn't you stop this quarrel, 
father ? You sud it was on my account. But / dcm't 
want to know them. And the^ do love their old home. 
I like the girl. You don't really need to build just 
tiiere, do youP Couldn't you sU^ it? Dol 

HoBNBLOwxB. Stop it? Now Tve bought? Na, 
no! The snobs defied me, and I'm going to show 
them. I hate the lot of them, and I hate that little 
Dawker worst of all. 

Chlob. He's only their agent. 

HosNBLOwxR. He's a part of the whole dog-in-the- 
manger system that stands in my way. Ye're a woman, 
and ye don't understand these things. Ye wouldn't 
believe the struggle I've had to make my money and 
get my poation. These county toik talk soft sawder. 
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but to get BnytUng from them's like gettin' butter out 
of S dog's moutli. If they could drive me out of here 
fay fur meaoa or foul, would they heutate a moment ? 
Not th^ I See what they've made me pay; and look 
at this letter. Selfish, mean lot o' hypocrites I 
Chloe. But they didn't be^ the quarrel. 
HoRNBLOwxB. Not openly; but underneath they did 
— ^that's their way. They began it by thwartin' me 
ha« and there and everywhere, just because Fve 
come into me own a bit later than they did. I gave 
'em their chance, and they wouldn't take it Well, 
m show 'em what a man like me can do when he sets 
his mind to it. I'll not leave much skin on them. 

7n llu mUn»ii]/ qf his feeling he hat lort tight 

of her face, alvee with a tort of agony of dotibt, 

whether to jilead with hiw, further, or what to 

do. Then, with a rwifl glance ai her writt- 

watch, the fallt back on the tcfa and dotet 

her eyet. 

Itll give me a power of enjoyment seein' me clumneyv 

go up in front of their windies. That was a bonnte 

thought — that last bid o' mine. He'd got that roused 

up, I believe he aeva would a' stopped, [tooking at 

her\ I forgot your head. Well, well, ye'll be best fyiu* 

quiet. \Tke gong towtdt. 

Shall we aesA ye something in from dinner? 

Cbloi:. No; I'll try to sleep. Hease tell them I 
don't want to be disturbed. 
HOSNBLOWXR. All right. I'll just answer this note. 
\Be titt dawn ai her wfiHjtg-ttAU. 
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Chloe tUaU up from, Ihe iqfa JeBerithlg, look- 
ing at her toatck, at the window, at her vxOck ; 
then tofU]/ crotaes to the windcw and opent it. 
HoBNBiowEB. [Finiehing] Listen! [He turm round 
toiearda the «)fa] Hallo ! Where are ye ? 
Chioe. [At the tDindow\ It'a so hot. 
HoBNBLOWER. Here's what I've said: 

"MjUIAM, — Ym can tell me nothing of my daugh- 
ter-in-law which can affect the happiness of 
my family. I r^ard your note as an Imper- 
tinence, and I ahaU not be with you at eleven 
o'clock to-morrow morning. 
"Yours t 



Chlob. \Wiih a n^ering movement of her headl Oh ! 

— Well ! [The gong ie touched a second Hwu, 

HoBNBLOWEB. [Croesing to the door] Lie ye down, 
and get a sleep. I'll tell them not to disturb ye; and 
I hope ye'll be all right to-morrow. Good-night, Chloe. 
Chloe. Good-night. [He goee ouL 

After a feverish turn or tvio, Chloe returns to 
the open windotB and vxnti there, half screened 
hy the curtains.' The door is opened inch 
hy inch, and Anna's head peers nntnd. See- 
ing where Chloe it, she sUpt in and posset 
behind the screen, Lfft. Svddenl]/ Cblob 
backs in from the window. 
Chlob. [In a Uab voice] Come in. 

[She darts to the door and locks it. 
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Dawxkb ktu come in through the mndow and 
gtandt regarding her vnlH a haif tmile. 
Daweer. Well, young woman, what do you want 
of me? 

In the jmimee of thU man qf her own dau, 
there cornea a dittinct change in Cblob's 
voice apd manner : a »ort t^ frank eommoti- 
nest, adapted to the man »he is dealing wiih, 
but she keeps her voice low. 
Cblok. You're making a mistake, you know. 
Dawkeh. [Wiik a broad grin] No. I've got a mem- 
ory for faces. 
Chlob. I say you are. 

Dawexb. {Turning to g6[ If that's all, you needn't 
'ave troubled me to come. 

Chloe. No. Don't go ! {With a faint sm,He\ You are 
playing a game with me. Aren't you ashamed P What 
harm have I done you? Do you call this cricket? 
Daweer. No, my girl — business. 
Cblob. {Bxtterly] What have I to do with this quar> 
rel ? I couldn't help their falling out. 
Daweeb. That's your misfortune. 
Chloe. [Claaping her hands} You're a cruel fellow 
if you can spoil a woman's life who never did you an 
ounce of harm. 

Daweer. So th^ don't know about you. That's all 
tight. Now, look here, I serve my employer. But 
Fm flesh and blood, too, and I always ^ve as good aa 
I get. I hate this family of yours. Tboe's no name 
too bad for 'em to call me this last month, and no 
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looks too black to give me. I tell you frankly, I hate 

Cbloe. niere'a good b them same aa in you. 

Dawkeh. [WiAagrin] Thwe's no good Hornbkiwer 
but a dead Homblower. 

Chiioe. But— but I'm not one. 

Dawzsb. You'll be the mother of some, I shouldn't 
wonder. 

Chloe. [Stretehitm otU her kand—pathe^cally] Oh! 
leave me alone, do! Tm happy here. Be a {port! 
Beasport! 

Dawkeb. IDMeonceiied for a gecond] You can't get 
at me, so don't try it on. 

ChiiOZ. I had such a bad time in old days. 

Dawkeb dwket hit head; hit grin hat dit- 
appeared and hit face w like wood. 

Chloe. [Ponftnjr] Ah! do! You might! You've 
been fond of some woman, I suppose. Think of her ! 

Dawkbs. [Deeitively] It won't do, Mrs. Chloe. 
You're a pawn in the game, and I'm going to use you. 

Chloe. [Deipairinfly] What is it to you? [With a 
mdden iouck of the tigreti\ Look here! Don't you 
make an enemy of me. I haven't dragged through 
h^ lor nothing. Women tike me can bite, I tell 
you. 

Dawkeb. That's better. I'd rather have a woman 
threaten than whine, any day. Threaten away! 
You'll let 'em know that you met me in the Prom- 
enade one night. Of course you'll let 'em know that, 
won't you ? — or that 
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CHLOB/Be quiet! Oh! Be quiet! [Takingfrom Her 
hotom. the notet and the pearlt] Look ! There's my sav- 
ings — there's all Tve got! The pearls'U fetch neariy 
a thousand. [Holding it out to Mm] Take it> and drop 
me out — won't you ? Won't you ? 

Dawexr. [Pairing his Umgve mer hi* lijit — mih a 
hard liide lavgli\ You mistake your man, missis. I'm 
a plain dog, if you like, but I'm faithful, and I hcdd fast. 
Don't try those games on me. 

Chloe. [Losing control] You're a beast I — a beast ! a 
cruel, cowardly beast t And bow dare you bribe that 
woman here to spy oa me? Oh! yes, you do; you 
know you do. If you drove me mad, you wouldn't 
care. You beast ! 

Dawk£r. Now, don't carry on! That won't help 
you. 

Chlox. What d'you call it — to dog a woman down 
like this, just because you happen to have a quarrel 
with a man ? 

Dawkeb. Who made the quarrel P Not me, missis. 
You ought to know that in a row it's the weak and 
helpless— we won't say the innocent— that get it in 
the neck. That can't be helped. 

Chldb. [Regarding him intendy] I hope your mother 
cv j^ur sister, if you've got any, may go through what 
I'm going through ever since you got on my track. I 
hope they'll know what fear means. I hope they'll 
love and 6nd out that it's banging on a thread, and — 

and Ob! you coward, you persecuting coward I 

Call yourself a man ! 
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Dawkbr. [With kU ffritil Ah ! You look quite pretty 
like that. By George! you're a handsome woman 
when you're roused. 

Chloe'b pusion fades out a» qukUy cu it 

htaied up. She sinks down on the scfa, 

shudders, looks here and there, and then for 

a mfmient up ai him. 

Chloe. Is there anything youll take, not to spoil 

my life ? [Clasping her hands on her breast ; under her 

ftnmiA] Me? 

Daweer. {Wi-ping his brow] By God! That's an 
offer. [He reaoils towards the unndow] You — youfoudied 
me there. Look here ! Tve got to use you and Fm 
i^ing to use you, but I'll do my best to let you down 
as easy as I can. No, I don't want anythmg you can 
give me — that is — [He wipes kie brow again] I'd like it 
— but I won't take it 

[Chldb tmries her face in her hands. 

There ! Keep your pecker up; don't cry. Good-night ! 

[He goes through the window. 

Chloe. [Springing up\ Ugh ! Bat in a trap ! Rat ! 

She stands listening ; fiies to the door, unlocks 
it, and, going back to the sofa, lies down and 
doses her eyes. Chakub conies in very 
quieSy and stands over her, looking to see if 
she is asleep. She opens her eyes. 
Charlbss. Well, Clo ! Had a sleep, old girl f 
CoLOE. Ye — es. 

Charleb. [Sitting on the arm. qf the se^a and caressing 
her] Feel better, dear? 
Chlob. Yes, bett«r, Charlie. 
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Chablss. That's right. Would you like aomeaoup? 

Chlob. [WtA a shudder] No. 

Ckablks. I say — what gives you these heads? 
You've been very on and off all this last month. 

Chios. I don't know, ^cept that— e»:ept that I 
am going to have a child, Charlie. 

Chablbb. After all! By Jovel Sure? 

Chloe. [Nodding] Are you glad ? 

Chablds. Well — I suppose I am. The guv'nor will 
be mighty pleased, anyway. 

Chloe. Don't tell him — yet. 

Chables. All right! [Bendittf over and draumg her 
to Mm\ My poor girl, I'm so sorry you're seedy. Give 

Chloe 'pvU up her Jaee and kUsu him yaa- 
tionaiely. 
I say, you're like fire. You're not feverish P 

Chlob. [WUh a laugh] It's a wonder it Vm not 
Charlie, are you happy with me? 

Chables. What do you think? 

Chlob. [Leaning against kirn] You wouldn't easily 
believe things ag^nst me, would you? 

Chables. Whatl Thinking of those HiUcrista? 
What the hell that woman means by hex attitude 

towards you Wben I saw her theve lo-day, I had 

all my work cut out not to go up and give her a bit of 
my mind. 

Chlob. [Watdang him ttealtkUy] It's not good for 
me, now I'm like this. It's upsetting me, Charlie. 

Chables. Yes; and we won't forget. We'll make 
'em pay for it. 
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CoOiOS. It's wretched in a little place like this. I 
ny. must you go m spoiling their home? 

Chablis. The woman cuts you and insults you. 
That's enough for me. 

Chlob. [Timidlyl Let her. / don't care; I can't 
bear feeling enemies about, Charlie, I — get nervous — 
I 

Chables. My dear girl ! What b it P 

[He looks at her mten&y, 

Chlob. I suppose it's — being like this. [SvdtUnlj/] 
But, Charlie, do stop it for my sake. Do, do ! 

Chables. [PatHng her arm\ Come, come; I say, 
Chloe 1 You're making mountains. See things in pro- 
portion. Father's ptud nine thousand five hundred to 
get the better of those people, and you want him to 
chuck it away to save a woman who's insulted you. 
That's not sense, and it's not business. Have some 
pride. 

Chloe. [BreathUa»\ I've got no pride, Charlie. X 
want to be quiet — that's aU. 

Chabueb. Well, if the row gets on your nerves, I 
can take you to the sea. But you ought to enjoy a 
fight with people like that. 

Chlob. [With caleulated bittenuts] No, it's nothing, 
of course — what / want. 

Cbablsb. Hallo! Hallo! You are on the jump! 

Chlob. If you want me to be a good wife to you, 
make father stop it. 

Chables. [Standing up] Now, look here, Chloe, 
what's behind this P 
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Chlob. [Faintlu] Behind? 

CHABL£a. You're canning on as if — as if you were 
really scared! We've got these people. We'll have 
them out of Deepwater in six months. It's absolute 
ruination to their beastly old house; we'll put the chim- 
neys on the very edge, not three hundred yards off, 
and OUT smokell be drifting over them half tlie time. 
You won't have this confounded stuck-up woman hexe 
much longer. And then we can really go ahead and 
take our proper place. So long as she's here, we shall 
never do that. We've only to drive on now as fast 
as we can, 

Chloe. [With a getture] I see. 

Charles. [Again looking at her\ It you go on like 
this, you know, I shall b^in to think time's some- 
thing you 

Chloe [sc^y] Charlie ! \Be comes to her. 

Love me ! 

Chaklbs. [ETnbracing her] There, dd girl ! I know 
women are funny at these times. You want a good 
night, that's all. 

Chloe. You haven't finished dinner, have you? 
Go back, and I'll go to bed quite soon. Charlie, don't 
stop loving me. 

Charles. Stop ? Not much. 

WkUe he it again eTnbndng her, Ahna aleaU 
frtfta behind the tcreen to the door, opetu it 
mneeUsily, and paeies through, but tt dicke 
ae the thvtt it. 

Chloe. {Starting vidlen&y] Gtir-h I 
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Cbablbb. Vlhai. is it? What is it? You are nervy, 
tny dear. 

Chlob. [Loo/^ round with a liitk lavuh] I don't 
know. Go on, Charlie. I'll be all right when this 
head's gone. 

CHARija. [Sfrokirtf her forehead and looking at her 
dovhffuJly] You go to bed; I won't be late coming up. 
He iume and goe», blomng a kits from the 
doorway. When he it gone, Chlob geU up 
and etandt in preeiady the attitude in utkich 
the Hood at the begirniing cf the Act, thinking, 
and thinyng. And tiie door ie opened, and 
the face of the Maid peers round tU her. 
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ACT III 

SCENEI 



Hillcbist'b ttudjf luxt maming. 

Jail, coming from Left, loola in at Ae open 
French window. 
Jnoi. [Spealdng to Rou-, tnnnUe] Come in hen. 
Thoe's no one. 

She goes in. Rolt joins her, coming from the 
garden. 
Rou'. Jill, I just wanted to my— Need we? 

[Jnjinodt. 
Seeing you yest«Td^> — it did seem rotten. 
Jill. We didn't b^n it. 
BoLF. No; but you don't undentond. It you'd 

made yourself, as father has 

Jill. I hope I should be sorry. 
Rou'. IBepnac^uUyl That isn't like you. Beally 
be can't help thinking he's a public benefactor. 
Jill. And we can't help thinlmig he's a pig. Sorry t 

RoLT. If the survival of the fittest is right 

Jill. He may be fitter, but he's not going to survive. 
Rolf. [Distractedi It looks like it, though. 
Jill. Is that all you came to say? 
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Bolt. Xo. Suppose we joined, couldn't we stop itP 

Jill. I don't feel like joining. 

Rolf. We did shake hands. 

Jill. One can't fight and not grow bitter. 

Rout. / dcm't feel bitter. 

Jill. Wait; jroull feel it aoon enough. 

BxyLT. 'Why? [Atteataely] About Cbloef I do think 
your mother's manner to h» is — ■ — 

Jill. Well? 

BoLF. Snobbish. (Jill laugha. 

She may not be your class; and that's just why it's 
snobbish. 

Jill. I think you'd better shut up. 

Rolf. What my father said was true; your mother's 
rudeness to her that day she came here, has made both 
lum and Charlie ever so much more bitter. 

(Jill mhiHUa the HdbatKrafrom "Canmn." 
[Staring at her, TaHher anqr^^ Is it a whistling matter ? 

Jill. No. 

Rolf. I suppose you want me to go? 

Jill. Yes. 

Bou*. All right. Aren't we ever going to be friends 
again? 

Jill. [XooAuijr ateadili/ at Attn] I don't expect so. 

Rolf. That's very— horrible. 

Jill. Lots of horrible things in the world. 

Rolf. It's our business to nuke them fewer, JUL 

Jill. [Fi^vdy] Don't be moral. 

Rolf. [Hurt] That's the last thing I want to be. I 
cmly want to be friendly. 
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Jiu» Better be real first. 

Rolf. From the big point of view 

Juaj. There isn't any. We're all out for our own. 
Aad why not? 

BoLF. By jove, you have got 

Jill. Cynical? Your fatliCT's motto— "Every man 
for himself ." That's the winner — hands down. Good- 
bye! 
BoLF. JiU! JiUl 

Jill. [Putting her hands behind her hack, hunui^ 
"If auld acquaintance be forgot 
And days of auld lang syne"—— 
fioLP, Don't! 

Wiih a pained gatwe He goes out towards L0, 

tkrough the French windoto. 
Jill, who has broken qff the song, stands leiih 
her hands denched and her lips qmaering. 

[Fbllows enters Left. 
FXLLOWB. Mr. Dawker, Miss, and two gentlemen. 
Jill. Let the three gentlemen in, and me out. 

[She passes him and goes out Left. 

And immediatdy Dawker and the Two 

SntAKOBBS come in. 

I^LLOWS. 111 inform Mrs. Hillcrist, sir. The Squire 

is on his rounds. [He goes out L^. 

The Thrxb Men gather in a dieered knot at 

Ae big Weau, having glanced at the two 

doors and the open French window. 

Dawxzb. Now this may come into Court, you 

Iraow, If tli«re> 4 screw loose an^hoe, bettcf meq- 
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tion it [To Second Stbanosb] You knew her person- 
aUy? 

Second S. What do you think F I don't take girls 
(m trust for that sort of job. She came to us highly 
recommended, too; and did her work very well. It 
waa a double stunt — to make sure — wasn't it, George ? 

FiBST S. Yea; we pud her for the two visits. 

Sbcond S. I shotild know her m a minute; striking 
looking girl; had something in her face. Daresay ahe'd 
seen hard times. 

First S. We don't want publicity. 

Dawkxr. Not Ukely. The threat'U do it; but the 
stakes are heavy — and the man's a slogger; we must 
be able to push it home. If you can both swear to 
her, it'll do the trick. 

Sbcokd S. And aboot— I mean, we're losing time, 
you know, coming down here. 

Dawkeb. [Wiih a nod at First Stranger] George 
here knows me. That'll be all right. I'll guarantee it 
well worth your while. 

Second S. I don't want to do the ^1 harm, if she's 



Dawker. No, no; nobody wants to hurt har. We 
just want a dnch on this fellow till he squeals. 

They leparaU a little as Mrs. HhjLcbist enters 
fromRiifiL 
Dawkbr. Good morning, ma'am. My friend's part- 
ner. Homblower coming? 

Mrs. H. At eleven. I had to send up a second 
note, Dawker. 
Dawker. Squire not in ? 
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Mbs. H. I haven't told him. 

Dawkxb. [Nodding] Our frioidf might go in here 
[PoinHtm Rifhil and we can use 'em as we want 'em. 

Mrs. H. [To the Sthanqebb] Will j'ou make your- 
selvea comfortable? 

She htilit the door open, and they pau her into 
the room. Right. 

Dawkeb. [ShmnTig doameTit] Fve had thia draws 
and engrossed. Frettjr sharp work. Conveys the 
Centry, and Lcmgrneadow, to the Squire at four thou- 
sand five hundred. Now, ma'am, suppose Homblower 
puts his hand to that, he'll have been done in the eye, 
and six thousand all told out o' pocket. Youll have 
a very nasty neighbour here. 

iltaa. H. But we shall stiU have the power to dis- 
close that secret at any time. 

Dawksr. Yeh t But thmgs might hqipen here you 
could never bring home to him. You can't trust a 
man like that. He isn't goin' to foi^ve me, I know. 

iltaa. H. [Regordinf kim keetdy] But if he ugns, we 
couldn't honourably 

Dawkeo. No, ma'am, you couldn't; and Fm sure / 
don't wont to do that girl a hurt I just mention it 
because, of coune, you can't guatantee that it doesn't 
get out. 

Mrs. H. Not absolutdy, I suppose. 

A look poMiet between them, which neither ef 
them hat quHe tantHoned. 
Tixxt'a his car. It always seems to make nme noise 
than any other. 

Dawkbb. He'll kick and flounder— but you leave 
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him to aak what you want, ma'am; don't mention this 
[He putt the d^d back into kit poekeil. The Centra's 
no mortal good to hhn if he's not gtung to put up 
worics; I should say he'd be glad to save what he can. 
Mbs. HnxcBiBT indinet her head. FzUiOWB 
enten Lifi. 

Fellows. [ApologefKaUy] Mr. Horablower, ma'am; 
by i^^intment, he soys. 

Mas. H. Quite right. Fellows. 

HcHtNBLOWBB eomei in, and Fellows goet out. 

HoBHBLOWER. [Without talulation] Tve come to ask 
ye point blank what ye mean by writing me these let- 
ten. [He takea out two Utlen] And we'll discuss it ia 
the presence of nobody, if ye please. 

Mkb. H. Mr. Dawker knows all that I know, and 
more. 

HoRNBLOWBR. Does he? Very well ! Your second 
note says that my daughter-in-law has lied to me. 
Well, Fve brought her, and what ye've got to say — if 
it's not just a trick to see me og^ — ^yell s^ to her 
face. [He take* a ttep toaards the mndme. 

Mrs. H. Mr. Homblower, you had better decide 
that after bearing what it is — we diall be quite ready 
to repeat it iu her presence; but we want to do as little 
harm as posuble. 

HosNBLowES. \SUypjnn^\ Oh! ye do! Well, what 
lies have ye been hearin' ? Or what have ye made up ? 
You and Mr. Dawker? Of course ye know there's a 
law of libel and slander. Vm not the man to stop at 
that 
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Mbb. H. [Cidtidy] Are you familiar with the law of 
divorce, Mr. Homblower? 
HoBNBi>owiiB. [TakeatAa^] No, I'm not. That 

MsB. H. Well, you know that miBCoaduct is re- 
quired. And I suppose you've heard that casea are 
arranged. 

HoBNBLOWiiB. I kuow it's all very shocking — what 
about it? 

MsB, H. WBen cases are arranged, Mr. Homblower, 
the man who is to be divorced often vints an hotel 
with a strange woman. I am extremely sorry to say 
that your daughter-in-law, before her marriage, was 
in the habit of being employed as such a wonum. 

HoRMBLOWXB. Ye dreadful creature 1 

Dawkbr. [QtiicHy] All proved, up to the hih I 

HoBMBLOWXR. I dou't believe a word of it. Ye're 
lyin' to save your skins. How dare ye tdl me such 
monstrosities? Dawker, I'll have ye in a criminal 
court 

Dawkkb. Rats I You saw a gent with me ytater- 
6a^? Well, he'i employed her. 

HoBHBiiOWSB. A put-up job ! Ccmspincy 1 

Mbb. H. Go and get your daughler-inJaw. 

HoBNBLOWXB. [WUh the first tetuation Cjf hemg m a 
tut] It's a foul shame — a lying slander t 

Mbb. H. If 80, it's easily disproved. Go and fetch 
ha. 

HoBNBiAWXR. [Seeing them uamote^ I will. I don't 
believe a word of it. 
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Mas. H. I hope jrou are right. 

HoBNBLowxB gou ovt by Ae PrewA vAndoto, 
Dawkeb diju to the door Right, opent it, 
and tpeakt to those wUMn. Mbs. HitumisT 
stands moistening her lips, and pasting her 
handiercki^ over them. Hornbloweb re- 
turns, preceding Chiab, strmtg up to hard- 
neti and d^aniae. 
'RoBNBuawxa. Now then, let's have this impudent 
Mot? torn to rags. 
Chlob. Whatstorr? 
HoBMBiiOWBB. That yoB, my <lear, were a womaa — 

it's too ahockin' — ^I don't know how to tell ye 

Chlob. Go on! 

HoBNBLowxR. Were a woman that went with men, 
to get them their divorce. 
Cblox. Who says that? 

Hc^NBLowsB. That lady [Sneering] there, and her 
bull-tmier here. 

Chlob. [Facing Mas. HiLLCsmT] That's a charita^ 
ble thing to say, isn't it? 
Mita. H. Is it true? 
Chloe. No. 

HoBNBLowBB. [Fwiou^] ThcTe ! Ill have ye both 
on your knees to her ! 
Dawker. [Opening the door. Right] Come in. 

The FiBST Strangbb amee in. Chlob, vriih 
a visible ^ort, turns tojaee kim. 
Vaar S. How do you do, Mrs. Vane? 
Chlob. I don't know you. 
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F1B8T S. Your memory is bod, ma'am. You knew 
me yeaterd^r well enough. One day is not a long 
time, Dor are three years. 
Chioe. Who ore you? 

First S. Come, ma'am, ccme ! Tbe Cnster case. 
Cblob. I doa't know you, I say. [To Mbs. Hili<- 
CBibt] How can you be bo vile? 

FisBT S. Let me refresh your memory, ma'am. 
[Prodveing a notebook] Juat on three years ago: "Oct S. 

To fee and expenses Mrs. Vane with Mr. C , Hotel 

BeauUeu, Twenty pounds. Oct 10, Do.. Twenty 
pounds." [7*0 HobnblowzbI Would you like to glance 
at this book, sir ? You'll see they're genuine entries. 
HoBNBLOwiiB makes a motion to do »o, but 
cheeks himself and looks at Chlob. 
Cbloe. [Hjfstericatty] It's all lies — Ues ! 
PntsT S. Come, ma'am, we wish you no harm. 
Chloh. Take me away. I won't be treated like 
this. 
Ms&. H. [In a low voice] Ccmfess. 
Chloe. Lies! 

HoENBLOWXR. Were ye ever called Vane? 
Chloe. No, never. 

She makes a movement toaards the window, 
hut Dawkeb t* tn fA« way, and the halts. 
ftesT S. [Opening the door, Rtgla] Henry. 

The Second Stbanoeb comes m futofcly. At 
tight cf kim Cbiox tkrmos vp her hands, 
gasps, breaks down, stage Left, and stands 
aieering hsr face with hsr hands. It is so 
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eomplele a eonSettum that Hobnbloweb 
riandt tiaggend; and, taking out a coloured 
handkerchvif, wipe* hu brow, 
Daweeb. Are you convinced ? 
HoBNBLOWEB. Tftlce thoiK men away. 
Davkbb. If you're not satisfied, we can get otlier 
evidence; plenty. 

HoBNBLOwsB. [Lookoig at Ceoiob] That's enougb. 
Take them out. Leave me alone with her. 

[Dawkbb takes them out Right. 
Mns. HiLLCRiBT jiattei H<uarBLowBB and goes 
out at the window. Hobkblowbb moeea 
down a »lep or boo towardt Cblob. 
HoBHBU>WKB. My God ! 

CHiiOS. {Wi&anoulbvrd[ Dwi't tell Charlie 1 Don't 
tell Charlie! 

HoBNBLOWXB. Chesrlie ! So that was your manner 
of life. [ChIiOB vttert a moaning tomd. 

So that's what ye got out of by marryin' into ray 
family ! Shame on ye, ye Godless thing 1 
Chios. Don't tell Charlie ! 

HoSNBLOWXR. And that's all ye can say for the 
wreck ye've wrought. My family, my worics, my 
future ! How dared ye ! 

Chloe. If you'd been me ! 

HoRNBLowEB. An' these Hillciists. The skm game 
of it! 
Chloe. [BreaUdeat] Father! 
HoBNBLOWER. Don't call me that, wtunan I 
Chloe. [Dsaporate] I'm going to have a child. 
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HoRMSLOWBB. God ! Ye are I 

Gbloc. Your grandchild. For the sake of it, do 
what these people want; and don't tell anyone — Dott't 
mCharliel 

HoBNBLOWEB. {Again wiping hii forehead\ A secret 
between us. I don't know that I can keep it. It's 
horrible. Poor Chearlie ! 

CpLox. [Svd^ittdg fierce] You must keep it, you 
shall ! I won't have him told. Doa't make me des- 
perate ! I can be — I didn't live that life for nothing. 

HoBNBLovxB. [Sforittg at htr revealed in a new light] 
Ay, ye look a strange, wild woman, as I see ye. And 
we thought the world of ye ! 

Cblob. I love Chariie; I'm futbful to him. I can't 
live without him. You'll never forgive me, I know; 

but Charlie ! [Stretching out her handa, 

HoBNBLOwxB vuiket a bewildered gesture with 
hie large handS' 

H<SNBLowxR. I'm all at sea here. Go out to the 
car and wait ftH" me. 

[Chloe pattea him and goes out, L^t. 
[Mvitering to kimee^ So Pm down ! Me enemies put 
their heels upon me head I Ah 1 but we'll see yet ! 

He goes up to the window and beckons towards 
the Right. 

IMrs. Hillcbibt comes in. 
What d'ye want for this secret ? 

Mbb. H. Nothing. 

HoBNBLOwxB. Indeed ! Wonderful I — the trouble 
ye've taken for — nothing. 
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Mbb. H. If you h&mi UB we shall harm you. Any 
uae whatever of the Centiy 

HoRNBiiowBR. For which ye made me pay nine 
thousand five hundred pounds. 

Mrs. H. We wiU buy it from you. 

HoBNBLowBR. At what price? 

Mrs. H. The Gentry at the price Miaa MuUins 
would have taken at first, and Longmeadow at the 
price you gave us — four thousand five hundred alto- 
gether. 

HoBNBUiWEB. A fine price, and me six thousand 
out of pocket Na, no ! 111 ke^ it and bold it ovtx 
ye. Ye daroi't tdl this secret so long as Fve got it 

iisB. H. No, Mr. Homblower. On second thoughts, 
you must sell. You brc^ your word over the Jack- 
mans. We can't trust you. We would rather have 
our place here ruined at once, than leave you the powv 
to ruin it as and when you like. You will sdl us the 
Centiy and Lcmgmeadow now, or you know what will 
happen. 

HoBMBLowBB. [Writko^] III Dot. It's blackmail. 

Mbb. H. Very weU then! Go your own way and 
we'll go ours. There is no witness to this ctmversation. 

HoBNBiowEB. [Vmommuly] By heaven, ye'r« a 
clever woman. Will ye swear by Almighty God that 
you and your family, and that agent of yours, won't 
breathe a word of this shockin' thing to niortal soul. 

Mbs. H. Yes, if you sell. 

HcntNBLowEB. Where's Dawker? 

Mas. H. [Going to lAe door, Bifht] Mi. Dawker! 

[Dawkeb ootiK$ in. 
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HoRitBIowBR. I suppose ^e've got your iniquity 
ready. [Dawkbr grim and produces the doeametd. 

It's mighty near conapintcy, this. Have ye got a 
Testament? 

Mbs. H. My ivoid wiU be enough, Mr. Hornblower. 

HoRNBLOwzB. Yell pardtm me — I can't make it 
solemn enough for you. 

Mrs. H. Very well; here is a Bible. 

{She taket a maO BOitefnm the bookth^. 

Dawker. [Spreadinn document on bureau] This is a 
short ctmveyance of the Gentry and Longmeadow — 
recites sale to you by Miss MuUins of the first, John 
Hillcrist of the second, and whereas you have agreed 
for the sale to said John Hillcrist, for the sum of four 
thousand five hundred pounds, in consideration of the 
said sum, receipt wh^«of , you hereby acknowledge you 
do convey all that, etc. Sign here. I'll witness. 

HtHtNBiowKB. [ToMRB-Haujamt] TakelhatBook 
in your hand, and swear first. I swear by Almighty 
God never to breathe a word of what I know cfwcCTiiing 
Chloe Hornblower to any living soul. 

Mbs. H. No> Mi. Htmiblower; you will please sign 

first. We are not in the habit of breaking our words. 

HoBNBLowxR, (^ler a furiotu look at thtm, 

amaea a pen, rune hit eye again over Sie deed, 

and eigne, Dawkbr vntneeeing. 

To that oath, Mr. ^mblower, we shall add the words, 

"So long as the Hornblower family do us no harm." 

HoBNBLowxB. [WHk o SROf/] Take it in your bands, 
both of ye, and together swear. 

Mbs. H. {Taking the Book\ I swear that I will 
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breathe no word of what I know concerning Chloe 
Homblower to any livii^ soul, so Icmg as the Horn- 
blower family do us no harm. 

Dawxer. I swear that too. 

Mbs. H. X engage for ray husband. 

HoRNBLOVEB. Where are those two fellows? 

Dawki:r. Gone. It's no business of th^rs. 

HoBNBLOWBB. It's no buuness of any of ye what 
has happened to a woman in the past. Ye know that. 
Good-day! 

He gmt tkem a deadly look, and goes out, L^t, 
JoSottied by Dawkeh. 

Mbb. H. [WUhherhmdonikeDeed] Safel 

Hellcrist mten at the French window, fol- 
loteedby Jili:» 
[HtJdinn up Ae Deed] Look ! He's just gone I I told 
you it was only necessary to use the threat He caved 
in and signed this; we are sworn to say nothing. We've 
beaten him. [Hn-LcniST etudiet the Deed. 

Jill. {Awed\ We saw Chloe in the car. How did 
she take it, nioth»? 

Mbs. H. Denied, then broke down when she saw 
our witnesses. I'm glad you were not here. Jack. 

JoJ^ [Suddeidyi I shall go and see her. 

Mbs. H. JiU, you will ntA ; you don't know what 
she's done. 

Jiij/. I shall. She must be in an awful state. 

Hqjcbibt. My dear, you can do her no good. 

Jill. I think I can. Dodo. 

Mrs. H. You don't understand human nature. 
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We're enemies for life with thoae people. You're a 
little donkey if you think anything dse. 

Jnji. Fm going, all the same. 

Mrs. H. Jack, forbid her. 

Hiu/:bi8T. [lAftinfi an eyi^mtw] M, be reasonable. 

Jiiu. Suppose rd taken a knock like that. Dodo, 
I'd be glad of fiiendliness from someone. 

Mbb. H. You never eouJd take a knock tike thaL 

Jill. You don't know what you can do till you toy, 
mother. 

HoiLCBiST. Let ha; go. Amy. Tm Knry for that 
young woman. 

Afos. H. You'd be aorry tor a man who picked your 
pocket, I believe. 

HuiLcsiBT. I certainly should I Deuced little he'd 
get out of it, when I've paid for the Centty. 

Mbs. H. [BiOerly] Much gratitude I get for saring 
you both our home ! 

JtUi. [Duarvudl Oh! Mother, we an gratefuL 
Dodo, show your gratitude. 

HiLLCRiBT. Well, my'dcar, it's an intense relief. Fm 
not good at showing my feelings, as you know. What 
d'you want me to do? Stand on <Hie 1^ and crow? 

Jill. Yea, Dodo, yes ! Mother, htdd him while I — 
[Svdd^yihettopB.andaUthefungoetoutcfker] No I 
I can't— I can't hdp thinking of her. 

CuBTAlK falii for a MimtU. 
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because of course I don't. And she said: "Well, it was 
decent of you to come." Dodo, atie looks like a lost 
soul. What has she done ? 

H1LLCBI8T. She conimitted her real crime when she 
married youag Homblower without telUng him. She 
came out of a certain world to do it 

Jnx. Oh ! [Staring in front cf her] Is it very awful 
in that world. Dodo ? 

HiLLCBiBT. [Uneaay] I don't know, JUL Soioe can 
stand it, I suppose; some cao't I don't know which 
sort she is. 

Juj.. One thing Tm sure of: she's awfully fond of 
ChearUe. 

Hhjxbibt. That's bad; that's very bad. 

Jill. And she's frightened, horribly. I think she's 
desperate. 

HiLLdOBT. Women like that are pretty tough, JUl; 
don't judge her too much by your own feelings. 

Jill. No; only — Oh I it was beastly; and of 
course I dried up. 

HiLLCBisT. [Fedinffy] H'ml One alwajv does. But 
perhaps it was as well; you'd have been blundering in 
a dark passage. 

Jill. Z just stud: "Father and I feel awfully sorry; 
if there's anything we can do " 

HtLLcHiar. That was risky, Jill. 

Jill. [DUanuolatdy] I had to say sometbii^. Vm 
glad I went, anyway. I feel more human. 

KiLcRiBT. We had to fight for our home. I should 
have felt like a traitor if I hadn't. 
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JiLif. I'm not enjoying home to-night. Dodo. 

HiLLCBiBT. I never could hate properly; it's a con- 
founded nuisance. 

Jill. Mother's fearfully bucked, and Dawker's sim- 
ply ooziDg triumph. I don't trust him. Dodo; he's too 
— not pugilistic — the other one with a pug — oaceous. 

HiLLCB»T. He is rather. 

Jill. I'm sure he wouldn't care tuppence if Chloe 
committed suicide. 

HnxCBisT. [Rising uneatUy] Nonsense 1 Nonsense ! 

JiUi. I wonder if mother would. 

HnJiCBiBT. [Twning hit face Itmarda ths mndoio] 
What's that? I thought I heard— [louder] Is there 
anybody out there ? 

No aiuwer. Jill tpringa up and nau to ike 



Jill. You I [She dwee through to the Right, and 
rdumt, hMing Chlok's hand and draaing herfonoard] 
Come in t It's only us ! [To Hillcribt] Dodo ! 

HiLLCBiBT. [Fbutered, hut making a thow cf oowttty] 
Good evening I Won't you sit down ? 
JiUh Sit down; you're all sha^. 

She makee Cklob tit down in the armchair, 
out cf uAioA th^ have ru«n, than, locks the 
door, and doting the viiadaae, dnaes the 
omtairu haetUy oeer them. 
'BiLuaast. [Aviktoard and expedant] Can I do any- 
thing for you? 

Chiob. I couldn't bear it — he's coming to ask 
you 
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Cbu>il [CabAing at this ttraw] You will ! You see. 
I don't know what I'll do. I've got soft> being looked 
attei— be does love me. And if he throws me off, I'll 
go under — that's «IL 

HiLLCBiST. Have you any suggestion? 

ChiiOS. \EageHy] The only thing is to tell him some- 
thing poutive. something he'll believe, that's not loo 
bad — like my having been a lady clerk with those peo- 
ple who came here, and having been dismissed on sus- 
picion of taking money. I could get him to bdieve 
that wasn't (me. 

JiUb Yes; and it isn't — ^that's splendid 1 You'd be 
able to put such omviction into it. Dcoi't you think 
BO, Dodo? 

HiLLCBiBT. Anything I can. I'm deeply sony. 

Chloh. Thank you. And don't say I've been here, 
win you ? He's very suspidous. You see, he knows 
that his father has re-sold that land to you; that's what 
he can't make out — that, and my coming here this 
morning; he knows something's bdng kept from him; 
and he noticed that man with Dawker yestoday. 
And my maid's bem ^ying on me. It's in the wr. 
He puts two and two together. But I've told him 
there's nothing he need weary about; nothing that's 
true. 

BUiLCRiBT. What a coil 1 

Crlob. Fm v^y lumest and careful about moaey. 
So he won't believe that about me, and the old nuu> 
wants to keep it from Charlie, I know. 

HiLLCBiBT. That does seem the best way out. 
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Chlox. [Wi& a touch of iZeffafuv] Tm « tnw wife to 

Jill. Of oourae we know that. 

HiLLCBiBT. It's all unspeakably md. Dtteptioa'a 

horribly against the grain — but 

Chloe. [Eagerly] When I deceived him, Fd have 

deceived God Hims^ — ^I was so deqterate. You've 

never been right down in the mud. You can't under- 

stand what I've been through. 

HiLLCRiST. Yes, yes. I daresay I'd have done the 

same. I should be the last to judge 

[Cblos coeert her eyei wUh her hand*. 
There, there ! Cheer up ! 

[He puts hit hand on ker arm. 
Jill. [Tohen^ DarUngDodoI 
Chloe. [Stm^ng] There's somebody at the door. I 
must go; I must go. 

She run* lo the windoa and dipt through Ae 
curtain*. 

iThe handle of the door it again tunui. 
JiUb [Diemayedl Oh ! It's locked — I torgot. 

She apringa to the door, unlock* and open* it, 
tehile Hillcbibt goe* lo the bureau and lit* 

It's afl right. Fellows; I was only saying sometluDg 
lEtber important. 

Fbllowel [Coming in a ttep or too and doting the 
door behind him] Certainly, Miss. Mr. Charles 'Om- 
blower b in the halL Wants to see you, su-, or Hrs. 
Hillcrist. 
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Jiu- Whatabore! Cod you see him. Dodo P 
Hn-LCRDT. £r — ^yes. I suppose so. Show him in 
here. Fellows. 

Am FiXiLOVB gaei otd, Jnji rum to the teindoiB, 
but hat no time to do more than adjuH the 
ewtaiTu and ajning over to gtand by her 
father, before CaABUS coniea in. Though in 
eeening dothea, he u wkite and disheveled 
for to apmce a young num. 
Csisusa. Is m; wife here? 
HniCBiBT. No, sir. 
Charles. Has she been? 
Wtt.ijtriht. This moraing, I believe, JDI? 
JnJi. Yes, she came this moraing. 
Chables. [iStortnjr at her] I know that — now, I 
mean? 

Jill. No. \BiLLCBieft thaket Mi head. 

Charles. Tell me what was said this moming. 
HiLLcatisT. 1 was not heie this moming. 
Charles. Don't try to put me off. 1 know txio 
much. [To Jiu.] You. 
Jill. Shall 1, Dodo? 

EiLLCBKl. No; 1 will. Won't you sit down? 
Cbablbb. No. Goon. 
SjucaiBt. [Moistening hia lipg] It appears, Mr. 

Hornblower, that my agent, Mr, Dawker 

Cbarleb, who ia breathing hard, vtters a gmmd 
cf anger. 
— Ihat my agent happens to know a firm, who in old 
days employed your wife. I should greatly prefer not 
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to say any more, especUlly as we don't believe the 
story. 
Jill. No; w« don't. 
Cbableb. Go on I 

TTiTjj-iiiaT. [Gt/tiag up] Come! It I were yoa, I 
should refuse to listen to anything against my wife. 
Cbableb. Go on, I tell you. 

HiLLCBiSt. You insist? Well, they si^ there was 
some question about the accounta, and your wife left 
them under a cloud. Aa I told you, we don't believe it. 
Ca&BLBS. [Ptunonately] Liars! 

[He maket a nahfor the door. 
HiLLCBiBT. [StarUng] What did yon say P 
Jill. [Catching hii arm] Dodo I [Sotto voce] We arc, 
you know. 

Cbableb. [Tuminf back to them] Why do you tell 
me that lie? When I've just had the truth out td that 
little scxiundiel! My wife's been here; she put you 
up to it 

The face of Cbloz u teen tran^iMd betueen 
the cwfoMU, parted by her handt. 
She— she put you up to it. Liar that she is — a living 
lie. For three years a living lie ! 

HtLLcnrar, v/haee face akne ii turned towctrde 
the curtaint, wee that lieteninfi face. Hie 
hand goes up from uncontroUable emoHoa. 
And hasn't now the pluck to t«Jl me. I've done with 
her. I won't own a child by such a woman. 

With a little ngking ammd Cbloz dropt the 
cwitdn and vaniahee. 
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HiLLCBisr. For God's sake, man, think d what 
you're sajing. She's hi great distress. 

Chabujs. And what am I ? 

Jnjb She loves you, you know. 

Chabus. Pretty love I That scoundrel Dawker told 
me — told me — Horrible! Hcnrible! 

HiLLCRisT. I deeply regret that our quarrel should 
have brought this about 

Chabij». [With intense biOemeta] Yea, you've 
smashed my life. 

Umeen by them, Mbs. Hillcribt haa entered 
and efande ly the door, I/ft. 

Mbb. H. Would you have wished to live cm in 
ignoranceP [Tkey all turn to look at her. 

ChariiBS. [fFtfA a writhing movemeni\ I don't know. 
But — j/ou — you did it. 

Mbs. H. You shouldn't have attacked us. 

Chablbs. What did we do to you — conqtared with 
this? 

Mbs. H. All you could. 

HtLLcaist- Enou^ enough! What can we do to 
help you ? 

Chaslbb. Tdl me where my wife is. 

JuiL drawt the curtains apart — the window is 
open — Jn>L looks out. They waii m sHenee. 

Jill. We don't know. 

Chables. Then she was here? 

HiLLCBisT. Yes, sir; and she heard you. 

Chables. All the better if die did. She knows how 
2 feel. 
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HnJCBlsr. Brace up; be gentle with her. 

Chablbs. GentieP A woman who — who 

HtLLCRtsT. A most unhappy creature. Come t 
Charles. Damn your sympathy ! 

He goes out into the moonlight, patting aaay, 
141. 
Sail. Dodo, we ought to look for ha; Fm awfully 
&fnud. 

HiLLCBisT. I saw her there — listening. Witb child ! 

Who knows where things end when they once begmP 

To the gravel pit, Jill; III go to the pond. No, we'll 

go together. \They go out. 

Mbs. Hillcribt eomea down to the fire^ace, 

ringi ihe bell and standi there, tkinJnnff. 

FeuiLOWb enl^g. 

Mrs. H. I want someone to go down to Mr. 

Dawlcer's. 

Feuiowb. Mr. Dawker is here, ma'am, wutJn' to 
see you. 

Mna. H. Ask him to come in. Oh I and FeQows, 

you can tell the Jackmans that they can go back to 

their cottage. 

FbiiLowb. Very good, ma'am. {He goa out. 

Mrs. HiLLCBiaT temvheg at the bttremt, finds 

and take* out the deed. Dawker conue in ; 

he hat the appearanee of a man whoae (em- 

per hat (een hadly ruffied. 

Mrs. H. Charies Homblower — how did it h^penP 

Dawker. He came to me. I said I knew nothing. 

He wouldn't take it; went for me, abused me up hill 
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and down dale; said he knew everything, and then he 
began to threaten me. Well, I lost my temper, and 
X totd him. 

Mrs. H. That's very Berious, Dawker, alter our 
promise. My husband is most upset. 

Dawkbb. [SvUenli/l It's not my fault, ma'am; he 
shouldn't have threatened aod goaded me on. Beudes, 
. it's got out that there's a scandal; common talk in the 
village — not the facts, but quite enough to cook their 
goose here. They'll have to go. Better have done 
with it, anyway, thui have enemies at your door. 

Mbs. H. Perhaps; but — Oh ! Dawker, take 
charge of this. \Slu handa him the deed\ lliese people 
are desperate — and — I'm Rot sure of my husband when 
his feelings are worked on. 

{Ths towad of a car stopjnng. 

Davkbb. [At the mndoto, laMng to tke Ltft] Hom- 
blower's, I think. Yes, he's getting out 

Mbs. H. [Bracing heraelf\ You'd better wait, then. 

Dawkbb. He mustn't give me any of his sauce; I've 
had enough. 

The door is opened and Hobnblowxb enien, 
preising to on the heels of FsLLowa that the 
announcemetit of his mane ii lost. 

HoBNBLOWER. Give me that deed ! Ye got it out 
of me by false pretences and treachery. Ye swore 
that nothing should be heard of this. Why ! me own 
servants know ! 

'iSsB. H. That has nothbg to do with us. Your 
Kfa came and wrenched the knowledge out of iSx. 
Dawker by abuse and threats; that is all. You will 
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kindly behave yourself here, or I shall ask tlut you 
be ahowa out. 

HoKNBLOWKB. Give me that deed, I say t [He tud- 
deidy turtu pn Dawkeb] Ye tittle rufiSan, I aee it ia 
your pocket. 

The end indeed is projedmff from Dawub'M 
hmut pocket. 
Daweer. [Seeing mf) Now, look 'ere, 'OmUower, 
I stood a deal from your son, and Fll stand no more. 

^BNBLOWBR. [To Mbb. Hillcbist) I'll niin your 
place yet! [To Dawkxb] Ye give me that deed, or I'll 
throttle ye. 

He doiee on Dawker, and mahet a maleh at 
the deed. Dawksb springe at kim, and the 
tteo stand twaying, trying jar a grip at each 
othet'a tkroatt. Mbs. Hillcribt tries to 
cross and reach the beU, but is shut qff by 
their ateaying struggle. 
Suddenly Bolf appears in the window, looks 
wHdiy at the strugi^, and seites Dawxer's 
katids, whvA have reaped Hobnblowxr'b 
throat. Jill, wfo is following, rushes wp to 
him and dutches his arm. 
Jill. Rolf! All of your Stc^I Look! 

Dawkbb's hand relaxes, and he is swung 
round. HoBNBUtWEB staggers and recovers 
hmsdS. gasping for hreath. AU turn to the 
mndow, outnde vAvA in the moonlight HnJL- 
CRIST md CaARLBS HoRNBLowxs haee 
Cbuib's moHonleas body in their arms. 
In the gravel pit. She's just tHVathtng; that's alL 
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Mrs. H. Bring her in. The brandy, Jill ! 
HoRNBLOWER. No. Take her to the car. Stand 
back, young woman ! I want no help from any of ye. 
Rolf — Chearlie — ^take her up. 

They li^ and bear her away, L^. Jtu> /ol- 
lowa. 
Hillcrist, ye've got me beaten and disgraced h««- 
abouts, ye've destroyed my son's married life, and 
ye've killed my grandchild. I'm not staying in this 
cuned spot, but if ever I can do you or yours a hurt, 
I will. 

Dawker. \Mvltering\ That's right. Squeal and 
threaten. You ttegan it. 

Hillcrist. Dawker, have the goodness ! K>nt- 
blower, in the presence of what may be death, with eH 
my heart I'm sorry. 
HoHNBLOWER. Ye hypocrite ! 

He pastes them, with a certain dignitg, and goer 

out at the window, foUounng to hit car. 
HiLLcRiBT, who has stood for a moment stock- 
stiU, goes sUm^y forward and sits in his awkd 

Mrb. H. Dawker, please tell Fellows to telephone to 
Dr. Robinson to go round to the Homblowers of once. 
Dawkzr, fingering Ike deed, and lo&A a noise 
that sounds like "The curt" goes out. Left. 
[At thefirvpltux] Jack ! Do you blame me? 
HiLLCRiBT. [Motionless] No. 
Mas. H. Or Dawker F He's done bis best 
Hillcrist. No. 
Mrs. H. [Approaclang] What is it ? 
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■ Kllckist. Hjrpocritet 

[Jill coma running matlhe window. 
Jill. Dodo, she's moved; she's spokoi. It may not 
be so bod. 
HiLLCBiST. Thank God for that! 

[Fbuawb mtev, £^ 
Fellows. The Jadcmans, ma'am. 
HniCE»T. Who? What's this? 

The Jacemahb ham entered, itondiag dote to 
the door. 
Mas. J. We're so glad we can go back, tai — ma'aint 
we just wanted to thank you. 

There is a eitetue. They tee that the]/ are not 



Tbank you kindly, sir. Good-night, m&'atn. 

[They thvgle out. 

'HnjjCRsat. Fd toi^ttoi their existence. [He gett up] 
What is it that gets loose when you b^in a fight, and 
nukea you what you think you're notP What blind- 
ing evilt B^in as you may, it ends in this — akin 
game ! Skin game I 

Jill. [Ruihini/ to him] It's Dot you. Dodo; itfs not 
you, beloved Dodo. 

HiLLCBiST. It is me. For I sm. or should be, mas- 
ter in this house! 

Mna. H. I don't understand. 

HiLLCBisr. When we b^an this fight, we had dean 
hands— are they clean now? What's gentiliQr worth 
if it can't stand fire? 
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